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INTRODUCTION. 



This volume was originally suggested by the 
wants of the Lyons Union School; employing 
successively many of the juvenile, sacred, secular, 
and glee music books in general use, as well as 
occasional pieces of sheet and manuscript music, 
and pieces written and composed for special occa- 
sions ; both teachers and pupils were made sensible 
of the inconvenience inseparable from referring to 
so many, and often inaccessible collections and 
manuscripts. The difficulty experienced was two- 
fold; first, to remember in what book, piece of 
sheet music, or manuscript, the required song or 
hymn occurred ; and secondly, to provide at any 
desired time a sufficient number of copies. The 
difficulty of merely recalling the melody, or even 
the parts, was, in most pieces, very trifling. 
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INTRODUCTION. 



in comparison with that of recalling the poe- 
try. For, indeed, as most persons are aware, 
nearly any melody which we have once well 
learned, will be recalled years afterwards, upon 
the principle of the association of ideas, if 
the words alone are suggested; and it is further 
obvious, that with singers generally, and especial- 
ly children, who sing merely by rote, this as- 
sociation of the tunes with the words^is all the 
assistance the memory receives in recalling the 
former. 

The following pages are believed to embrace a 
sufficiently copious and varied selection of Lyric 
Poetry, to meet the requirements of Schools, 
Seminaries, and Institutions of Xearning gener- 
ally. The poetry has been carefully selected 
from abundant materials, with reference to its 
literary merit, its lyric capabilities, and its adap- 
tation to the purposes for which, and the per- 
sons for whom, designed. No song of an amatory 
or Bacchanalian character, nor any hymn of a de- 
nominational order, has been admitted. 

The copious musical references which accom- 
pany nearly every piece, constitute, it is believ- 
ed, a feature peculiar to this collection, and one 
which must commend itself to every one, no less to 
the publishers of musical works than to the com* 
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munity generally. Novelty in a work of this 
kind is quite a secondary consideration ; yet it is 
believed, much will be found in the present vo- 
lume that is new to most teachers as well as 
pupils. In fact, its capabilities, not merely as a 
manual of musical reference, but also as a read- 
ing book, and one capable of affording a basis 
of correct poetic taste, are believed to enhance 
the merit of the work. 

The pieces are classified under four principal 
divisions, viz. : 

I. Juvenile Pieces. 

II. Songs of the Schoolroom. 

This division comprehends, not merely pieces 
referring to school duties and occupations, but 
also poems whose tendency is to develop the re- 
ligious, moral, social, patriotic, philanthropic, and 
home sensibilities and affections. 

III. Popular Airs. 

Embracing numerous specimens of approved 
and elegant songs, ballads, &c., set to music by 
favorite composers, designed for weekly exercises 
and similar occasions, or for the social circle. 

IV. Occasional Pieces. 

Suitable for examinations, exhibitions, excur*- 
sions, festivals, close of term, funerals of teach* 
ers and scholars, &c. 
.__ 
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6 INTRODUCTION. 

It is sincerely hoped, that the present work may 
prove worthy of the extensive and permanent 
patronage of the Young Vocalists of America. 
That it may serve to elevate the standard of 
poetical taste, to cultivate and direct the sensi- 
bilities, and to foster the religious, social, and 
patriotic affections, is the sincere desire of 

The Editors. 
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JUVENILE SONGS. 



No. 1. VtO WHEN THE MORNING SHINETH. 34. 

Toong Choir, 84. School Singer, 183. Toung Voealiit, US. 

1 . Go when the morning shineth, 
Go when the moon is bright, 
Go when the eve declineth, 
Go in the hush of night : 
Go with pure mind and feeling, 
Send earthly thoughts away, 
And in thy chamber kneeling, 
Do thou in secret pray. 

2.0, not a joy or blessing 
With this can we compare, 
The power that he hath given us 
To pour our souls in prayer : 
Then for thyself and neighbor 
A blessing humbly claim. 
And link with each petition 
Thy great Redeemer's name. 

3. To thee,'0 blessed Saviour, 
Our grateful songs we raise ; 
tune our hearts and voices 
Thy holy name to praise : 
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'Tis by ihy sovereign mercy 
We're here allowed to meet, 
To join with friends and teachers 
Thy blessing to entreat. 

. may thy precious gospel 
Be published all abroad, 
Till the benighted heathen 
Shall know and serve the Xord : 
Till o'er the wide creation 
The rays of truth shall shine, 
And nations now in darkness 
Arise to light divine. 



No. 2. 



GUAilDIAN ANGELS. (S's <fe Ta.) 



^hool Singer, IIQ. 
Toung Vocalist, 127. 



Juvenile Choir, 147. 
Young Choir, 66. 



1 . Gracious Saviour, hast thou said it, 
Guardian angels, strong and btight, 
Shining from our Father's presence, 
Watch around us day and night ; 
Have we, then, our sister angels, 
Or our seraph brothers there, 

One with us in kindred feeling, 
One in hope, and one in prayer ? 

2. And do tSey undimmed beholding. 
Our Redeemer's glorious face, 

Feel, when we are grieved or wounded. 
All our sorrow and distress ; 
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Blest indeed thy least disciple. 
Represented thus above ! 
Who would value wealth or glory, 
When compared with angePs love ? 

. Gracious 'Saviour, deign to set us, 
From our deep corruptions free ; 
By thine inward teaching make us 
Meet for angels, meet for thee — 
Meet for this divine communion 
With thy holy -ones below — 
Meet for that eternal union 
Ransomed souls in bliss shall know. 



No. 3. HAPPY CHILDREN, (l. m.) 

Yoong Voealist, 44. Toung Choir, page 82. Juvcnfle Choir, 02. 

1. If little children love to pray. 

And keep their tempers all the day. 
And never speak a wicked word. 
Whatever language they have heard ; 

2. Or if they struggle hard and pray. 
To drive all naughty thoughts away ; 
Then they'll be happy all day long 
As wild birds in their morning song ; 

3 . And they will have no cause to fear. 
When sickness comes or death is near, 
For they will go to worlds on high, 
And live with God beyond the sky. 



2 
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No. 4. REMEMBER. THY CREATOR. (7'8 A G's, m.) 

School Singer, IS-i. Toung Yocaliit, 138. 

1 . " Remember thy Creator," 

While youth's fair spring is bright : 
Before thy cares are greater, 

Before comes age's niglit : 
While yet the sun shines o'er thee, 

Ere Night's dark pall is near ; 
While Life is all before thee, 

Thy great Creator fear. 

2. " Remember thy Creator," 

Ere life resigns its trust. 
Ere sinks dissolving Nature, 

And dust returns to dust : 
Before with God who gave it, 

Thy spirit shall appear ; 
He cries who died to save it, 

" Thy great Creator fear." 



No. 6. THE DANGER OF LITTLE SINS. (s. m.) 

Toung Yoealiat, 139. 8ebo<a Singer, (Penitenctf) 166. Totug Choir, 66. 

1 . By envious Cain we're taught 
How murder may begin ; 
And how one angry jealous thought 
May lead to greater sin. 

H. For all our actions spring 

From small and hidden deeds, 
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At first we think some wicked thing, 
Then practice wicked deeds. 

3. Cain once, perhaps, might start 

At what he soon would be ; 
But they who trust an evil heart, 
May prove as vile as he. 

4. With many a fair pretence. 

It tempts us further on, 
And hides the dreadful consequence 
Till life and hope are gone. 

5. O for a holy fear 

Of every evil way, 
That we may never venture near 
The path that leads astray. 

6. Wherever it begins, 

It ends in death and woe ; 
And they who cherish little sins 
A sinner's death shall know. 



Na a *' DOUBTLESS THOU ART OUR FATHER.* 

BY MRS. 0. M. SAWrER. (L. M.) 
Toang Choir, 88. JuveuHe Choir, 62. School Singer, 161. 

1. Great God, and wilt thou condescend 
To be my Father and my Friend ; 
I but a child and thou so high. 
The Lord of earth, and sea, and sky. 
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2. Art thou my Father? Let me be 
A meek obedient child to thee ; 
And try in every deed and thought 
To serve and please thee as I ought. 

3. Art thou my Father? F 11 depend 
Upon the care of such a friend ; 
And only wish to do, and be, 
Whatever seemeth good to thee. 

4. Art thou my Father ? Then at last 
When all my days on earth are past, 
Send down and take me in thy love, 
To be a better child above ! 



No. 7. GOD SEES US. (o. m.) 

School Sinicer, 106. Toung Choir, 135. Toung Vocalist, 130. 

1 . God sees and hears me all the day. 

And ^mid the darkest night ; 
He views me when I disobey, 
And when I act aright. 

2. He guards me witTi a parent's care, 

When I am all alone ; 
My hymns of praise,* my humble prayer, 
He hears them ev'ry one. 

3. God hears what I am saying now ; 

Oh what a wond'rous thought ! 
My heavenly Father, teach me how 
To love thee as I ought. 
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No. 8. IM NOT TOO YOUNG FOR GOD TO SEE. (l.m.) 

Toung Choir, 83. School Singer, ( Uxbridgt^) 159J 

1 . Pm not too young for God to see ] 

He knows ray name and nature too : 
And all day long he looks at me, 

And sees my actions through and through. 

2. He listens to the words I say, 

And knows the thoughts I have within ; 
And whether I'm at work or play, 
He's sure to see me if I sin. 

5.0 ! how could children tell a lie, 

Or cheat in play, or steal, or fight, 
If they remembered God was by. 
And always had them in his sight. 

4. Then when we want to do amiss, — 
However pleasant it may be, — 
We'll always try to think of this, — 
We're not too young for God to see. 



No. 9. . GOD HEARS US. (l. m.) 

School Singer, 161. Toang Choir,* • 

1. God is SO good that he will hear 
Whenever children humbly pray : 
He always lends a gracious ear. 

To what the youngest child can say. 

* Repeating 2d Strain for 3d Verse. 
_ - 
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18 JUVENILE SONGS. 

2. His own most holy book declares, 

That, as a tender father will, 
He listens to our lowly prayers, 

And what we ask will grant us still. 

3. He loves to hear ^ grateful tongue 

Thank him for all his mercies giv'n, 
And when on earth his praise is sung, 
The cheerful notes are heard in heaven. 



No. 10. THE SHORTNESS OF TIME, (a ii.) 

School Singer, 1T9. Toung Choir, 135. Toung Yoealiit, IV. 

1 . How long sometimes a day appears, 

And weeks how long are they ! 
Months move as slow as if the years , 
Would never pass away. 

2. Days, months and years must have an end, 

Eternity has none ; 
'Twill always have as long to spend 
As when 'twas first be^un. 

3. Great God, I own I cannot tell 
. How such a thing can be ; 

I only pray that I may dw^ll 
That long, long time with thee. 



No. 11. THE EXAMPLE OF CHIRST. (8*8. <fe 7*8., m.) 

Toung Vocalist, 137. Toung Choir, 68. School Singer, 1?"- 

1. Jesus Christ my Lord and Saviour, 
Once became a child like me ; 
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O that in my whole behavior, 
He my pattern still may be. 

2. If my feelings are not holy, 

Pride and passion dwell within ; 

But the Lord was meek and lowly, 

And was never stain'd with sin. 

J. While I'm often vainly trying 
Some new pleasure to possess, 
He was always self-denying, 
Patient in his worst distress. 

4. Lord, assist a feeble creature, 
Guide me by thy word of truth ; 
Condescend to be my teacher 
Through my childhood and my youth* 



No. 12. THE CHIEF END OF MAN. (l. m.) 

School Singer, 158, (" 2V4nf«tf «f .»} Toung Choir, 88. 

VooBS Melodist, «L Touns Voealbt, 139. 

!• Why have we lips if not to sing 
The praises of our heavenly King ? 
Why have we hearts, if not to love 
Our Father and our Friend above ? 

2. Why were our curious bodies made. 
And ev'ry part in order laid? 
Why, but that each of us might stand 
A living wonder from his hand ? 
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. 3. Why have we souls, if not to know 
The God from whom our natures flow ? 
Sure this can never be our lot, 
Like senseless brutes to know him not ! 

4. Why have we life ? If not to gain 
Immortal life, 'tis worse than vain ; 
This is the end for which 'twas given; 
We live on earth, to live in heaven. . 

5. Why did the Saviour leave the sky, 
Hang on a cross and bleed and die ? 
And why are kind persuasions sent 
To call and win us to repent ? 

6. this is why, — that washed and white, 

And all well pleasing in his sight, 
' Our souls may join the happy throng, 
And sing the everlasting song. 



No. 13. GOD OUR CREATOR, (o. m.) 

Sdiool Singer, 161, ( Oratittuie.) Toung Choir^ 63. Toong VoealUt, IQS. 

1. Thou, gracious God ! hast formed my mind 

With powers of sense and thought ; 
O may I ever be inclined 
To use them as I ought. 

2. Be all my thoughts, wherever I turn, 

From vice and folly free ; 
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And all I teach and all I learn, 
Referred to heaven and thee. 

3. Thou, who hast formed these minds of ours 

To reason, judge and prove. 
Hast formed our souls with finer powers, 
To feel, and hope, and love. 

4. While reason's strength a God reveals, 

And fain would comprehend ; 
The heart with fond emotion feels 
A father, and a friend. 



^0. 14. THERE'S NOT A TINT. 

Toung Choir, 87. School Singer, 71. Toung Vooaliit, 109. 

1. There's not a tint that paints the rose, 

Or decks the lily fair. 
Or streaks the humblest flow'r that blows. 
But God has placed it there. 

2. There's not of grass a single blade, 

Or leaf of lovliest green, 
Where heav'nly skill is not displayed, 
And heav'nly wisdom seen. 

3. There's not a star whose twinkling light, 

Shines on the distant earth, 
And cheers the silent gloom of night, 
But heaven gave it birth. 
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4. There's not a place in eartli's vast round, 

In ocean's deep, or air ; 
Where skill and wisdom is not found ; 
For God is every where. 

5. Around, beneath, below, above. 

Wherever space extends, 
There God displays his boundless love, 
And power with mercy bliends. 



No. 15. THE HAPPY LAND. 

Javenile Choir, 48. Toung Vocalist, 184. 

1 . There is a happy land. 

Far, far away; 
Where saints in glory stand, 

Bright, bright as day. 
Oh, how they sweetly sing. 
Worthy is our Saviour King, 
Loud let his praises ring, 

Praise, praise for aye. 

2. Come to the happy land. 

Come, come away ; 
Why will ye doubting stand, 

Why yet delay. 
Oh, we shall happy be. 
When from sin and sorrow free. 
Lord we shall live with thee, 

Blest, blest for aye. 
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. Bright, in that happy land, 

Beams every eye ; 
Kept by a Father's hand, 

Love cannot die : 
Then shall His kingdom come, 
Saints shall share a glorious home, 
And bright above the sun. 

We reign for aye. 



No. 16. THE FARMER PLOWS & SOWS HIS FIELD. 

Toong Vocalist, 109. Schof^ Singo*, 71. Vouds Choir, 186. 

1 . The Farmer plows and sows his field ; 

'Tis all that he can do ; 
He cannot make the dry seed grow. 
Nor give it rain and dew. 

2. God sends the sunshine, dew and rain. 

And covers it with snow ; 
Then let us thank Him for the gift ; 
To Him our bread we owe. 

3. Whene'er we view the waving grain, 

Or eat our daily food, 
Let grateful thoughts to God arise. 
And praise Him, for He's good. 

4. The youthful mind is like the field ; 

Our teachers sow the seed ; 
But, when instruction's work is done. 
There's something more we need. 
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5. Then let us pray that God may acid 
His blessing to their toil ; 
Then our young minds and hearts will prove 
A rich, productive soil. 



No. 17. CHILDREN HEAR THE MELTING STORY. 

FOETRT BT THOMAS HASTINGS. (7*8, 8*8, & 4'8, IC.) 
School Sinfer, 16S. Toung Vocalist, 141. Toung Choir, 73. 

1. Children hear the melting story, 

Of the Lamb that once was slain; 
'Tis the Lord of life and glory; 

Shall he plead with you in vain; 
il : receive him : || 
And salvation now obtain. 

2. Yield no more to sin and folly. 

So displeasing in his sight ; 
Jesus loves the pure and holy ; 

They alone are his delight ; 
Seek his favor :|| 
And your hearts to him unite. 

3. All your sins to him confessing, 

Who is ready to forgive ; 
Seek the Saviour's richest blessing ; 

On his precious name believe ; 
II : He is waiting : || 
Will you not his grace receive. 
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No. 18. YE HEARTS WITH YOUTHFUL VIGOR 
WARM. 

TooBK Choir, £6. School Singer, 161, ( Chetttr. ) Young Voealut, 130. 

1 . Ye hearts with youthful vigor warm, 

In smiling crowds draw near ; 
And turn from every mortal charrn, 
The Saviour's voice to hear. 

2. The Lord of all the worlds on high, 

Stoops to converse with you, 
And lays his radiant glories by, 
Your welfare to pursue. 

3. " The soul that longs to see my face. 

Is sure my love to gain ; 
And those who early seek my grace, 
Shall never seek in vain.*' 

4. What object, Lord, my soul should move, 

If once compared with thee? 
What beauty should command my love, 
Like what in Christ I see ? 

5. Away ye false, delusive toys, ' 

Vain tempters of the mind ! 
'Tis here I fix my lasting choice, 
And here true bliss I find. 



No. 19. GOD THE CREATOR, (o. u.) 

8«hoat Singer, l«l, ( CmmcMoM.) Mu. Gems, 193. {Randolph,) Toting Choir, ». 

1. 1 sing the mighty pow'r of God, 
That made the mountains rise ; 
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That spread the flowing seas abroad, 
And built the lofly skies. 

2. 1 sing the wisdom that ordained 
The sun to rule the day ; 
The moon shines full at His command, 
And all the stars obey. 

3. 1 sing the goodness of the Lord, 
That filled the earth with food ; 
He formed the creatures by His word, 
And then pronounced them good. 

4. There^s not a plant nor flower below, 
But makes Thy glories known; 
And clouds arise, and tempests blow. 
By order from Thy throne. 



No. 20. THE THUNDER STORM. 

School Sioger, 102, Touag Choir, 98. * Toung Yooalict, 119. 

1. It thunders ! but I tremble not. 

My trust is firm in God, 
His arm of strength I ever sought 

Through all the way Pve trod; 
He saves in danger's fearful hour 

The children of his love ; 
His watchful eye and boundless power 

No shock of time can move. 



* This referenoe demuidi that there be m dnr (^) emplofcd at the cad of the 
Qd, 4th, 6th, end 8th lines. 
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2. The hand that gives the morning light, 

And spreads the blushing rose, 
Controls the storm with sovereign might, 

And bids it when repose; 
'Tis He that guides the sparrow^s wings, 

And keeps the insect's ways, 
And watches ev'ry herb that springs. 

And numbers all our days. 

3. 1 therefore fear no tempest's rage. 

No lightning's dazzling fire ; 
His vows who rules from age to age, 

My heart with trust inspire ; 
While I am His and He is mine, 

I'm ever safe from ill ; 
let my heart and voice combine 

His courts with praise to fill. 



No. 21. ONCE WAS HEARD THE SONG OF 
CHILDREN. (8'8&7'8.) 

School Singer, IfL Toung Choir, 56. 

Javeaile Choir, VH. Musical Genu, 196. 

1. Once was heard the song of children. 
By the Saviour when on earth, 
Joyiul in the sacred temple. 

Shouts of youthful praise had birth ; 
And Hosannas, and Hosannas, 
Loud to David's Son broke forth. 
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2. Palms of victory strewn around hiifi, 

Garments spread beneath his feet, 
Prophet of the Lord they crowned him, 

In fair Salpm's crowded street ; 
While Hosannas, 
From the lips of children greet. 

3. Blessed Saviour, now triumphant, 

Glorified and throned on high, 
Mortal lays from man or infant, 

Vain to tell thy praise essay ; 
But Hosannas 
Swell the chorus of the sky. 

4. God o'er all in heaven reigning, 

We this day thy glory sing. 
Not with palms thy pathway strewing, 

We would loftier tribute bring ; 
Glad HosannasJ 
To our Prophet, Priest and King. 



No. 22. EVENING PRAYER. (Ts, m.) 

BYL. H. S******** 
Young Vocalist, 1^28. Musical Gents, m. YounffChoir,3 

1. Let the hours of night and rest, 
With thy mercy. Lord, be blest; 
Make me pure and free within 
From all taint or love of sin. 
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2. If throughout the day that's gone, 
Anything amiss Fve done, — 

If, in act, or wish, or word, 
Thy displeasure I've incurred, — 

3. Grace and thy good spirit lend, 
To repent and to amend ; 
Walking in thy love and fear, 
Let me view thee ever near. 

4. Let me choose my Saviour's cross. 
Counting earth's poor riches dross; 
Let thy mercy move mine own, 
In kind words and actions shown. 

5. Let thy angels guard my bed; 
Be thy peace around me shed : 
Bid all ill and danger flee, — 
Let me wake and live to thee ; 

6. Or if called in haste to die, 
Let me join thee in the sky, — 
Dead alone to sin and pain, 
There, with thee to live and reign. 

7. Hear me, too, for kindred dear; 
All — thou' St taught — are brethren here, 
Friendly, hostile — great and small, 
Jesus died — I pray — for all. 
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No. 23. BY COOL SILOAM. 

JuTcnfle Cboir, 119. Toosk Yoealist, 113. 

School Singer, 11. YouDf Choir, 89. 

1. By cool Siloam's shady rill, 

How sweet the lily grows, 
How sweet the breath beneath the hill, 
Of Sharon's dewy rose. 

2. Lo ! such the child whose infant feet 

The paths of peace have trod, 
Whose secret heart, with influence sweet, 
Is upward drawn to God. 

3. By cool Siloam's shady rill, 

The lily must decay, 
The rose that blooms beneath the hill. 
Must shortly fade away. 

4. And soon, too soon, the wintry hour 

Of man's maturer age. 
Will shake the soul with sorrow's power, 
And stormy passion's rage. 

5. thou, whose infant feet were found 
Within thy Father's shrine. 
Whose years with changless virtue crowned, 
Were all alike divine i 

6. Dependent on thy bounteous breath, 
We seek thy grace alone ; 
In childhood, manhood, age and death. 
To keep us still thine own. 



,y Google 



JUVENILE SONGS. 31 



Na 24. EARLY PIETTY. (a m.) 

Toung Choir, 4Q. School Singer, 179. Toung Voesliat, 106. 

1. Youth when devoted to the Lord, 
Is pleasing in his eyes ; 
A. fiow'r though offered in the bud, 
Is no vain sacrifice. 

2- 'T is easier far if we begin 
To fear the Lord betimes ; 
For sinners who grow old in sin 
Are hardened by their crimes. 

3. 'T will save us from a thousand snares 

To mind religion young, 
Grace will preserve our following years, 
And make our virtues strong. 

4. To thee. Almighty God, to thee 

Our childhood we resign ; 
'Twill please us to look back and see 
That our whole lives were thine. 

5. Let the sweet work of pray'r and praise 

Employ our youngest breath ; 
Thus we're preparM for longer days, 
Or fit for early death. 



No. 26. THE LIFE-CLOCK 

Toung Vocalist, 50. Sheet Music 1 School Singer, 71. 

1. There is a little mystic clock 
I! : No human eye hath seen : il 
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That beateth on, aiTd beateth on, 
II ; From morning until e'en. : || 

2. And when the soul is wrapped in sleep, 

And heareth not a sound, 
It ticks, and ticks, the livelong night, 
• And never runneth down. 

3. O wondrous is that work of art 

Which knells the passing hour ! 
But art ne'er formed, nor mind conceived, 
The life-clock's magic power. 

4. Nor set in gold, nor decked with gera« 

By wealth and pride possessed ; 
But rich or poor, or high or low. 
Each bears it in his breast. 

5. Such is the clock that measures life^ 

Of flesh and spirit blent ; 
And thus 't will run within the breast, 
Till that strange life is spent. 



No. 26. THE PILOT. 

Toung Choir, 98. 1st Mdodeu, 31. Odeon, 7. 

1. Pilot, 'tis a fearful night. 
There's danger on the deep ; 
I'll come and pace the deck with thee, 
I do not dare to sleep : 
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''Go down:'' the sailor cried, "go down;'' 

" This is no place for thee. 
Fear not, but trust in Providence 

Wherever thou may'st be." 

2. Ah ! Pilot, dangers often met, 

We all are apt to slight ; 
And thou hast known these raging waves, 

But to subdue their might. 
" Oh ! 'tis not apathy," he cried, 

" That gives this strength to me. 
Fear not, but trust in Providence 

Wherever thou may'st be." 

3. " On such a night the sea engulph'd 

My father's lifeless form ; 
My only brother's boat went down . 

In just so wild a storm ; 
And such perhaps may be my fate ; 

But still I say to thee. 
Fear not, but trust in Providence 

Wherever thou may'st be." 



No. 27. DUTIFUL CHILDREN. 

Toong Melodist, 104. 

1 . When men and women we are grown, 
And aged parents, need our aid, 
They never shall to strangers go, 
While we can work for bread. 
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Oh no, no, no, oh no, no, no, 
We will not treat our parents so : 

Oh no, no, no, oh no, no^ no, 
We will npt treat them so. 

2. There is a holy book that says. 
Our parents we must always love ; 

A.nd if we should forget their age, 
It will be marked above. 

Oh fio, no, no, oh no, no, no, 

We will not treat our parents so : 

Oh no, no, no, oh no, no, no, 
We will not treat them so. 

3. There was a wicked son who turned 
His poor old mother from his door ; 

^ And his own child forsook him too. 
When he was old and poor. 
Oh no, no, no, oh no, no, no. 

We will not treat our parents so : 
Oh no, no, no, oh no, no, no. 
We will not treat them so. 



No. 28. THE STRANGER AND HIS FRIEND, (l. m.) 
Verily I say unto you, inasmuch as ye have done it unto one of 
the least of these my brethren, ye have doue it unto me. 

Matt. xxv. 40. 
POETEY BY MONTGOMERY. 
Toung Choir, 44. Musical Gems, 187, (Retreat.) School Siuger, 160. 

1 . A poor wayfaring man of grief 

Hath often crossed me on my way. 
Who sued so humbly for relief. 
That I could never answer nay. 
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I had not pawer to ask his name, 
Whither he went, or whence he came ; 
Yet there was something in his eye, 
That won my love, I knew not why. 

2. Once when my scanty meal was spread, 
He entered — not a word he spake. 

Just perishing for want of bread, 
I gave him all ; he blessed it, brake. 

And ate, but gave me part again ; 

Mine was an angePs portion then ; 

For while I fed with eager haste. 

The crust was manna to my taste. 

3. 1 spied him where a fountain burst 

Clear from the rock ; his strength was gone; 

The heedless water mocked his thirst ; 
He heard it, saw it hurrying on. 

I ran and raised the sufiferer up ; 

Twice from the stream he drained ray cup, 

Dipt, and returned it running o'er, 

I drank, and never thirsted more. 

4. 'T was night. The floods were out, it blew 

A winter hurricane aloof; 
I heard his voice abroad, and flew 

To bid him welcome to my roof; 
I warmed, I clothed, I cheered my guest, 
I laid him on my couch to rest ; 
Then made the ground my bed, and seemed 
In Eden's garden while T dreamed. 
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5. Stript, wounded, beaten nigh to death, 

I found him by the highway side ; 
I roused his pulse, brought back his breath, 

Revived his spirit and supplied 
Wine, oil, refreshment ; — he was healed. 
T had myself a wound concealed, 
But from that hour forgot the 8mar\, 
And peace bound up my broken heart. 

6. In prison I saw him next condemned, 

To meet a traifor's doom at morn ; 
The tide of lying tongues I stemmed. 

And honored him, midst shame and scorn. 
My friendship's utmost zeal to try. 
He asked if I for him would die ; 
The flesh was weak, my blood ran chill. 
But the free spirit cried " I will." 

7. Then in a moment to my view. 

The stranger started from disguise ; 
The tokens in his hands I knew. 

My Saviour stood before my eyes. 
He spake, and my poor name He named — 
" Of Me thou hast not been ashamed ; 
These deeds shall thy memorial be ; 
Fear not, thou didst them unto Me." 



No. 29. ROUND (m fou» parts.) 

School Singtr, 49. Flora'k r«tiTal, 50. 

1. Day is gone, 

2. Night is come ; 
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3. When the day of life u flowii| 

4. Heavea be our home. 



SCHOOL IB BSaUlf. 



No. 30. 



1. School is begun, so come every one, 

And come with smiling faces, 
For happy are they who learn when they may, 
So come and take your places. 

2. Here you wilt find your tefachers are kind, 

And with their help succeeding, 
, The older you grow the more yoii will know. 
And soon you '11 love your reading. 

3. Little boys, when you grow to be men, 

And fill some useful station. 
If you should be once found out as a dunce, 
think of your vexation. 

4. Little girls too, a lesson for you, 

To learn is now your duty, 
Or no one will deem you worthy esteem, 
Whatever your youth cm: beauty. 



Na 31. A "VERY LITTLE SONO*' FOR LITTLE 
CHILDREK. 

eai»oi8iDgt%iff. 

1. Very little tbmgs are we, 
Oh how mild we i^ shoi^be. 
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2. Never qtiarrel, never fight ^ 
That would be a shocking eight. 

3. We '11 be gentle all the day, 
Love to learn as well as play. 

4. Just like pretty little lambs, 
Love to learn as well as play. 

5. Very little things are we, 

Oh how mild we all should be. 



No. 32. BOB O'LINKUM. 

JaTenile Ckoir* 4 

1. Tinkle, tinkle, Mister Ninkum, 
I am merry Bob O'Linkum ; 
Tinkle, tinkle, Mister Linkum, 
I am merry Bob 0' Linkum. 
Prithee tell me what 's the matter, 
That your making such a clatter, 
' Can 't you leave us honest folks, 

To sing our songs and crack our jokes. 

IP 2. But you come, naughty Ninkum, 
Ail unheeding Bob 0' Linkum; :|| 
And you swing your saucy blade, 
Where my little nest is made ; 
And you cut the blooming clover. 
Which did wrap my young ones over. 
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II: 3. Get you gone you ugly Ninkum, 
All unheeding Bob O'Linkum, :ll 
Let him on his light wing hover, 
O^er the summer scented clover ; 
Let him sing his merry song. 
And he'll thank you all day long. 



No. 88. THE BUGLE HORN. 

School Singer, 68. Juvenile Choirs 98. Toang Voealii ^ 98. 

1 . Across the lake, 
Through bush and brake, 
Resounds the bug!e horn^ 
O'er hill and vale 
The echoes sail, 
And through the waving com. 
And through the waving corn ; 
The bugle horn, 
The bugle horn, 
The winding bugle horn ; 
The bugle horn, 
The bugle horn. 
The winding bugle horn. 

2. The sky is clear, 
The flowers appear 
On every side so gay; 
The brook flows by 
So merrily 

Along its pebbly way. 
The bugle hom, &c. 
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3. The echoes flow, 
As on we go, 

Through forest, vale and lawn ; 
And far and near, 
Again we hear, 
The winding bugle horn. 
The bugle horn, &c. 



No. 34. GET RID OF BAD GUESTS. 

Young MelodktfM. 

1 . Begone dull sloth, 

I pray thee begone from me ; 
Begone dull sloth, 

You and I can* never agree. 
For I will work and I will learn, 

And usefully pass the day , 
And I think it one of the wisest things. 

To drive dull sloth away. 
Sloth and waste, 

Debts never are able to pay ; 
Sloth and waste. 

Can never be happy and gay. 

2. Go, vile deceit. 

You never shall live with me ; 
Go, vile deceit. 

You and I can never agree. 
For I will faithful pray to be 

In all I do or say. 
And always speak the honest truth, 

Whether ,. "vork or play. 
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Vile deceit, 

With me shall ne^er stay ; 
Vile deceit, 

Can never be happy and gay. 

3. Bad temper, go. 

You never shall stay with me ; 
Bad temper, go, 

You and I shall never agree. 
For I will always kind and mild, 

And gentle, pray to be, 
And do to others, as I wish 

That they should do to me. 
Temper, bad. 

With me shall never stay ; 
Temper, bad, 

Can never be happy and gay. 



No. 85. MARCHING SONG FOR STORMY 
WEATHER. 

Musical Gemi^ IM 
TooiiffMdodiftflOS. Toanff Vocalist, 83. School Siacer, I5C. 

1. Away with needless sorrow, 

Tholigh trouble may befall; 
A brighter day to-morrow, 

May shine upon us all. 
We still may march together. 

When rain is falling -fast j 
And wet and windy weather. 

Will turn to fair at last. 

(D.aSntlbariAM 
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2. We cannot tell the reason, 

For all the clouds we see ; 
Yet ev'ry time and season, 

Must wisely ordered be. 
Let us but do our duty, 

In sunshine and in rain ; 
And heav'n, all bright with beauty. 

Will bring us joy again. 
Then away with needless sorrow, &c. 

3. Though evening skies should lower, 

The morning may be fine ; 
For He who sends the shower, 

Can cause His sun to shine. 
And, oh, how sweet and pleasant. 

Is sunshine after rain ; 
All is more fresh and fragrant, 

When he beams forth again. 
Then away with needless sorrow, &c. 



No. 36. THE HOBBY HOESE. 

Sdiool 8iBg«r, 99. 

1. Hop, hop, hop, nimble as a top. 
Over hill and \alley bounding, 
'Midst your clinking hoofs resounding. 
Hop, hop, hop, hop, hop, 
Nimble as a top. 
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2. Hwo, hwo, hwo ! how like fun you go. 

Stop you jade, I tell you, tell you, 
If you don't, Pll surely sell you. 
Hwo, hwo, hwo, hwo, hwo, 
How like fun you go. 

3. Spare, spare, spare, sure enough we 're there. 

Very well my little pony. 
Safe 's our jaunt, though rough and stony. 
Spare, spare, spare, spare, spare. 
Sure enough we 're there. 

4. Here, here, here ! yes ray pony dear. 

Now with oats and hay Pll treat you, 
And with smiles will ever greet you, 
Pony, pony, dear ! yes my pony dear. 



No. 31 PLEASURES OP INNOCENCE. No. 1. 

SeluNd Singer, 106. Jurcnile Choir, 8t. 

1. 1 am as happy, hlithe and gay. 
As larks of May-day morn ; 
In virtue's path I always play. 
With truth my life adorn. "♦ 

2. With early morning's light I rise, 
And make it first my care, 
To thank the God that rules the skies, 
In humble, grateful prayer. 
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3. 1 love that great and he^veiily Kmg^ 
Who gav6 my happy life, 
And daily makes me gladly sing, 
Afar from woe and strife. 

4. In studies too, I take delight, 
For they will yet prepare, 
A crown of honor, rich and bright, 
For future age to wear. 

5. 1 love my parents to obey, 

Their word is wisdom's guide : 
A rich reward I 'm sure 't will pay, 
And be my future pride. 

6. happy, happy, sure am I, 

From morning's dawn till night ! 
I have no tear, I have no sigh, 
My virtue's path to blight. 



Na 38. THE FIELD DAISY. 

SAool Singer, lOV. 

1. 1 'm a pretty little thing, 
Always coming with the spring ; 
In the meadow I am found, 
Peeping just above the ground; 
And my stalk is covered flat. 
With a white and yellow hat. 
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. Little lady, when you pasS; 
Lightly o'er the tender grass, 
Skip about, but do not tread, 
On my meek but healthful head; 
For I always seem to say, 
Chilly winter 's gone away. 



No. 89. THE EOBHT. 

8flhe«8iiiga^l4L 

1. Little bird, with bosom red. 
Welcome to my humble shed. 
Worldly domes of high degree, 
Have no joys for thee and me ; 
Proud and selfish, fickle throng. 
They '11 not heed thy sweetest song. 

(D.CftntfoorUiMg.) 

2. Daily to my cottage come, 

To partake thy welcome crumb ; 
Doubt not, though thou little be, 
I will kindly notice thee ; 
Well rewarded, should I spy, 
Pleasure in thy sparkling eye. 
Then, little bird, &c. 



No 40. THl HAPPY SCHOOL BOY. 

1 . 1 '11 away, I '11 away, like a pleasant boy, 
For my task I so quiddy ean leara, 



J 
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I '11 not stay, come away ; it shall be my joy 
To my work _ with good will to return. 
The hour is np, the time is past, 
When the heart is glad, time flies so fast ; 
Then away, then away, like a pleasant boy, 
We will play, and will study in turn. 

2. Who 's afraid, who 's afraid, of a little toil, 

Or to work in the rain or the sun ? 
Study hard, study hard, 't is but for a while, 
And your work will the sooner be done. 
When the heart 's content, the mind is clear. 
When the sun shines out, the scene 't will 
cheer; 
Come away, come away, like a merry boy, 
With a tug, and a pull, and a smile. 

3. When I play, I will play like a pleasant boy, 

And my play shall be cheerful and free ; 
Whei^ I work, 1 will work like a Yankee boy, 
With a right good will it shall be. 
At work or play, endeavor still. 
To do it all with right good will ; 
Then away, then away, Yankee boy, 
With a smile and a pull all free. 

4. Let 's away with a cheer and a glad hoo-ra. 

Like a man I will toe the mark ; 
Leave my play, all my play at the school-room 
door. 
With a heart like a cheerful lark : 
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And I will work all the time I 'm there, 
I '11 keep each rule, and I '11 work with care. 
Gome away, haste away, there 's the school bell, 
hark ! 
I will try to be first on the floor. 



No. 41. WINTER SONG. 

Tonne Mdodift, 89. 

1. The north wind doth blow, 
And we shall have snow 3 

And what will the Robin do then, 

Poor thing ? 
He '11 sit in the barn. 
And keep himself warm ; 
And hide his head under his wing, 

Poor thing ! 

2. The north wind doth blow, 
And we shall haVe snow ; 

And what will the Swallow do then, 

Poor thing ? 
0, do you not know. 
He is gone long ago, 
To a country much warmer than ours, 

Poor thing ! 

3. The north wind doth blow. 
And we shall have snow ; 

And what will the Honey Bee do, 
Poor thing ? 
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In hki hive he vrill stay, ' 
Till the oold 's passed away ; 
And then IsiHe '11 cosie OBt in the Springy 
Poor thing ! 

4. The north wind doth blow, 
And we shall ha¥e soaw ; 

And what will the Dormouse do then. 

Poor thing ? 
BolPd np like a ball, 
In his nest snng and small, 
He '11 sleep till warm weather oomes back, 

Poor thing ! 

5. The north wind doth blow. 
And we shall have snow ; 

And what will the Children do then» 

Poor things ? 
When lessons are done, 
They '11 jump, skip, and r«n, 
And play till they make themselyes warm. 

Poor things ! 



Na 42. THE YOUNG SOLDIERS. 

To«iifll«lo4ift,10. 

1. Up, up ! my soldiers, hasten on, 
March steady, man to m$A; 
The fife and drum are ready here. 
And those may play who can, 
And those may play who can. 
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2. Let each one from the willow treCi 

Cut him a horse to ride; 
And make him prance and gallop well, 
And curl his head with pride. 

3. Our swords no blood has ever stained , 

They are of cedar wood ; 
Our muskets bear no balls of lead, 
But they are pop-guns good. 

4. So now my soldiers cock your hats, 

Right fiercely on one ear ; 
Then rush like hail-stones on the foe, 
They 're harmless, never fear. : B 



No. 43. ECHO SONG, FOR HOLmATS. 

School Singer, 59. TouBt Choir, 108. 

1. Up the hills on a bright sunny morn, 
Voices clear as a bugle horn ; 

List to the echoes as they flow, 
Here we go, we go, we go. 
Gome follow, follow me, 
We '11 come, we come with glee ; 
Hurrah ! hurrah ! we 're free, 
We '11 follow, follow thee. 

2. Now by streamlet pearly pure, 
Here we wander, free, secure ; 
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See how the rippling waters flow, 
On they go, they go, they go. 
Come follow, follow me, kc, 

3. Now through shady vale and grove, 
Joyoub, happy, here we rove; 

List to the songster's cheerful lay, 
Happy, happy, happy day. 
Gome fdlowj follow me, &c. 

4. Happy school boy, cease to roam, 
Turn thee to thy joyful home ; 
Smiles shall cheer the close of day, 
Home away, away, away. 

Gome follow, follow me, &c. 



Ka 44. THE SNOW BIBB. 

Sehod Singtt, 188. 

1. The ground was all covered with snow one day, 
And two little sisters were busy at play ; 
When a snow bird was sitting close by on a tree. 
And merrily singing his chick-a^de-de, ehick-a- 

de-de, chidc-a-de-de. 
And merrily singing his diick-a-de-de. 

2. He had not been singing that tune very long, 
Ere Emily heard him, so loud was his song ; 
" sister ! look out of the window," said she ; 
'' Here 's a dear little bird, singing chick-a-de-de. 

Ghick-a-de^, &c. 
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3. '' Poor fellow, he walks in the snow and the sleet, 
And has neither stockings nor shoes on his feet ; 
I pity him so ! how cold he must be ! 
And yet he keeps singing his chick-a-de-de. 
Chick-a-de-de, &c. 

4. " If I were a barefooted snow bird, I know 

I would not stay out in the cold and the snow ; 
I wonder what makes him so full of his glee, 
He 's all the time singing that chick-a-de-de. 
Chick-a-de-dp, &c. 

5. ^^O Mother ! do get him some stockings and 

shoes, I 

A frock, with a cloak and a hat, if he choose ; 
I wish he 'd come into the parlor and see. 
How warm we would make him, poor chick*a* 

de-de. 
Chidc-a-de-de." 

6. The bird had iBown down for some ^umbs of 

bread, 
And heard every word little Emily said : 
*' What a figure I 'd make in that dress !" thought 

he. 
And he laughed, as he warbled his ohick-a-de-de. 

Chick-a-de-de, &c. 

7. " I am grateful," he said, " for the wish you 

express, 
But I 've no occaskm for such a fine dress ; 
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I had rather remain with my limbs all free, 
Than to hobble about, singing chick-a-de-de. 
Ghick-a-de-de, &c. 

8. " There is One my dear child, though I cannot 

tell who, 
Has clothed me already, and warm enough too ; 
Good morning ! who are so happy as we ?'' 
And away he went, singing his chick-a-de-de. 

Chick-a-de-de, &c. 



No. 45. PATRIOTIC SONG. 

Tofinf Chdr, IM. 

1. Before all lands In east or west, 
I love my native land the best, 

With God's best gifts 't is teeming ; 
No gold nor jewels here are found. 
Yet men of noble souls abound. 

And eyes of joy are gleaming. 

And eyes of joy are gleaming. 

2. Before all tongues in east or west, 
I love my native tongue the best. 

Though not so smoothly spoken ; 
Nor woven with Italian art, 
Yet when it speaks from heart to heart. 

The word is never broken. 

The word is never broken. 
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3. Before all people east or west, 
I love my countrjrmen the best, 

A race of noble spirit : 
A sober mind, a generous heart, 
To virtue train'd, yet free from art, 

They from their sires inherit. 

They from, &o. 

4. To all the world I give my hand, 
My heart I give my native land ; 

I seek her good, her glory : 
I honor every nation's name. 
Respect their fortune and their fame, 

But I love the land that bore me. 

But I love, &c. 



Na 46. DATS OF THE MONTH, (rouhd.) 

School 8iiiffer,C4. 

1. Thirty days are in September, 
April, June, and dull November ; 
All the rest have one-and-thirty. 
Save the month of February ; 
Twenty-eight are all its store. 
But in leap year, one day more. 



Na 47. SONG FOR MAY. 

TMiifM«loditt,90. 

1. Blooming May, 
Makes all gay, 

Makes the blood right briskly play; 
-J 
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To fresh air, we '11 repair, 
Weave us garlandls fair ; 
Round us beams the bright sunshine^ 
- Flowers drip with odors fine : 
Birds they sing, 
Woods they ring, 
Glad is every thing. 

2. Here are seen, 
Meadows green, 

Where the chilly snow has been ; 

Colors bright, cheer the sight, 

After winter's night. 
Ruffled by the bright Spring breeze, 
Gleams the brook amid th« trees ; 

Sweet retreat, 

Where we meet, 

In the Summer heat. 

3. Hail ! oh Spring ! 
Youth you bring, 

Love and life on all you fling ; 

Years fleet by, 

All shall die, 
Yet the Spring draws nigh. 
Emblem of the life to eome. 
And an ever-blooming home* 

Lovely May, 

We '11 away. 

To the fields so gay. 
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iro.48. jraVER LOOK BAD. 

1. Never look sad, there 's nothing so bad, 

As getting familiar with sorrow ; 
Treat him to-day, in a cavalier way, 
He Ul seek other quarters to-morrow. 

2. Do not then sigh, but e'er turn your eye, 

To the bright side of every trial ; 
Fortune you ^11 find, is often roost kind. 
When chilling yomr hepM with denial. 

3. Let the sad day then carry away, 

Its own little burden of sorrow ; 
Or yoH m^y n^iaa full half of the bliss. 
Which comes in the lap of to-marrow« 



Ko. 4%. THE ISMMET^ LESSOIir. 

ToaafVo«llst,M. 

1 . These Emmet's, now little they are in our eyes ! 
We tread them to -dust, and a troop of them dies, 

Without our regard or eeneem ; 
Yet wise as we are, if we went to their school, 
There 's many a sluggard and many a fool, 

Some lesson of wisdom might learn. 

2. They don't wmr their time out in sleeping or 

play. 
But gather up eona ia a sunshiny day, 
And for Winter they lay up th«ir stores ; 
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They manage their work in such regular formd, 
You 'd think they foresaw all the frosts and the 
storms, 
And so brought their food within doors. 

3. But I have less sense than a poor creeping ant, 
If I take not due care of the things I shall want, 

And provide against changes in time : 
When old age or death shall stare in my face. 
What a wretch I shall be in the end of my days, 

If I trifle away all my prime ! 

4. Now, now while my strength and my youth are 

in bloom, 
Let me think what will serve me when sickness 
shall come. 
And pray that my sins be forgiven ; 
Let me read iji good books, and believe and obey, 
That when death turns me out of this cottage of 
clay, 
I may dwell in a palace in heaven. 



No. 60. TRY AGAIN. ^ 

TomiK Choir, 9B. JuTcnil* Choir, 156. Behodl S&iftr, tf. 

] . 'T is a lesson yon should heed. 
Try, try again; 
If at first you don^t succeed, 
Try, try again. 
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Then your courage should appear j 
For if you will persevere, 
You will conquer, never fear, 
Try, try again. 

2. Once or twice though you should fail, 

Try, try again ; 
If at last you would prevail. 

Try, try again. 
If we strive, 't ia no disgrace, 
Though we may not win the race ; 
What should you do in that case ? 

Try, try again. 

3. If you find your task is hard, 

Try, try again ; 
Time will bring you your reward, 

Try, try again. 
All that other folks can do. 
Why with patience may not you? 
Only keep this rule in view. 

Try, try again. 



No. 61. VF m THE MORNING EARLY. 

TotiiicMdodigtytl. 

1. Up in the morning's cheerful light. 
Up in the morning early ; 
The sun is shining warm and bright, 
And the birds are singing cheerily. 
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Now Summer dews are on the grass^ 

Hanging pure and pearly ; 
And morning moments quickly pass^ 

Up in the morning early. 

tD.C.lnCfoarliiiM.) 

2. Up in the morning's cheerful light ^ 

Up in the morning early ; 
The sun is shining warm and bright, 

And the birds are singing cheerily. 
Have you not heard the blackbird's song, 

Loud he sings and cheerily ; 
I. shall be with you ere 't is long, 

Tripping light and merrily. 



No. 62. MOWER'S SONG. 

School Singer, 118. Mcuieal Gems, 1S8. Jareiiik Choir, 168. 

1 . When early moniing's ruddy light, 

Bids man to labor go ; 
We haste with scythes all sharp and bright. 

The meadow's grass to mow. 
We mowers— dal de ral dey ! 
We cut the lilies and — ^ha, ha, ha, ha, ha, ha, 

hay, 
Hey-day ! yes hay — ^hey-day. 
We cut the lilies and hay. 

2. The cheerful lark sings sw«et and elear, 

The blackbird chirps away ; 
And all is lively, sprightly here. 
Like merry, merry May. 
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We mowers, dal de, &c. 

We roll the swaths of green — ^ha, ha, &e. 

We roll the swaths of green hay. 

3. The maidens come in gladsome train; 

And skip along their way; 
Rejoiced to tread the grassy plain, 

And toss the new-mown hay. 
The maidens— dal de, &c. 
They rake the lilies and — ^ha, ha, &c. 
They rake the lilies and hay. 

4. In jokes and jests, and lively din, 

And songs of merry cheer ; 
We lads and lasses happy join, 

With none to make us fear. 
We 're freemen — dal de, &c. 
We 're freemen while we make — ^ha, ha, &c. 
We 're freemen while we make hay. 

5. When evening with its dewy fall, 

Begins at length to come ; 
The hay in lusty cocks we roll, 

And bear it gladly home. 
What 's better— dal de, &c 
What 's better than to make — ^ha, ha, Ue» 
What 's better than to make hay. 

6. We fill our bams with ample "store. 

To feed the flock and herd; 
And thus till Winter's waste is o'er, 
No famine's hUght is feared. 
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We mowers, dal de, &c. 

We mowers love to make— ^ha, ha, &c. 

We mow6rs love to make hay. 

7. And when the harvest all is done. 
We give our. joys the wing; 

And happy voices, all as one, 
Make heaven with music ring. 

Thrice hail ye !— dal de, &c. 

Thrice hail ye, who make — ^ha, ha, &c. 

Thrice hail ye, who make hay. 



Na 58. PLRA^URES OF EVENINa. 

School 8ing«r, M. 

1. When night's shadow. 
O'er the meadow, 

O'er the vale and woodland falls ; 
When the ruddy twilight glowing. 
With the streamlet's gentle flowing, 

Man to balmy sleep recalls ; 

2. And when over, 
Brake and clover. 

Trips the timid hare along ; 
When the heart with light rebounding, 
Midst the covert night's surrounding, 

Sallies forth in nimble throng ; 

3. When day closes, 
And with roses, 

Plucked from Summer meadow's bloom ; 
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Peasants, glad that toil is ended, 

And with pleasing yoices blended, 

Seek again their happy home. 

4. Then my pleasure, 
Knows no measore, 

All my feelings' charm to tell ; 
Yes, this simple twilight season, 
Though despised by boasted reason, 

Bids ray purest pleasures swell. 

5. All delighted, 
Well requited, 

List I hours to hear the lay ] 
Which the bird at evening raises, 
High to Him in grateful praises, 

Who awoke the lovely day. 

6. Day 's declining^ 
Star-light 's shining, 

Both are scenes of peace to me ; 
Lovely then in every fbature, 
Smiles each pensive scene of nature. 

Free |rom wrong, from sorrow free« 

7. that never, 
Time would sever, 

Me from scenes, so sweet, so dear; 
that eveniag's peaceful smiling. 
All my pathway here beguiling, 

Life would midce serene and clear^ 
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Na 64. UP BOYS. 

ToQBgMdodictfM. 

1. Up boys ! haste, haste away, 

Through the fields and woods we '11 stray ; 
And listen to the wild bird's song, 
Gome boys, come along. 

2. Up girls I haste,' haste away, 
Gather flowers while you may ; 

And sweetly cheer us with your song, 
Come girls, come along. 

3. Up friends ! haste, haste away. 
Do not longer now delay ; 

But join our sport, and sing our song^ 
Come friends, come along. 



1 



No. 66. TEACHINGS OF NATURE. 

TwMiKToiaUtikl 

1 . There 's learning, pleasant learning, 

In nature's ample book ; 
Its leaves are wide unfolded, 

For all who care to look. 
And there are gentle lessons. 

In Summer's blooming walks ; 
And wisdom in each little flower, 

Though silently it talks. ' 
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2. And there are holy teachings, 

In evening's quiet hour, 
When stars are brightly peeping, 

From out their heavenly bower. 
There 's beauty, glowing beauty, 

In morning tints so bright, 
While o'er the waking earth is poured, 

A flood of golden light. 

3. There 's music, joyous music, 

In Spring bird's carrolPd lay. 
As through the fields of ether blue, 

Its bright form soars away. 
There 's grandeur, solemn grandeur, 

In storm-cloud's airy sweep. 
That move in sullen majesty. 

Above the heaving deep. 

4. In all the world of beauty. 

Spread out before our siglit. 
Bright lessons wisdom has engraved, 

In characters of light. 
O nature ! bounteous nature, 

Thi^e Author dwells above ; 
Thy teachings are of heav'nly truth, 

Thy motto—" God is love." 



No. 55. THE CUCKOO. 

ToangMelodktyV. 

1. Now the sun is in the west. 
Sinking low behind the trees ; 
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And the Cuckoo, welccHne guest, 
Gently woos the evening breeze. 
Cuckoo, cuckoo, cuckoo, cuckoo ! 
Gently woos the evening breeze. 
Sportive now the Swallow plays, 

Lightly skimming o'er the brook ; 
Darting swift, they wing their way, 
Homeward to their peaceful nook. 
While the Cuckoo, bird of Spring, 
Still amid the trees doth sing ; 

Cuckoo, cuckoo, cuckoo, cvckoO} 
Still amid the trees doth sing. 

2. Cheerful, see yon shepherd boy, 
Climbing up the craggy rocks $ 
As he views the dappled sky, 
PleasM, the Cuckoo's note be moelEs. 
Cuckoo, cuckoo, cuckoo, cuckoo, 
Pleas'd, the Cuckoo's note he mocks. 
Now advancing o'er the plain, 

£vening's dusky shades appear ; 
And the Cuckoo's voice again. 
Softly steals upon mine ear. 
While retiring from the view. 
Thus she bids the day adieu ; 

Cuckoo, cuckoo, cuckoo, cuckoo, 
Thus she bids the day adieu. 
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I ' ' ' " ' , . . 

No. 67. WORK AWAY. (wDostET.) 

TooagMfllddM^'n. 

l.I remember a lesson which was not thrown 
away, 
Learn betimes to be of use, don't lose too much 
time in play ; 
Work away while you 're able, 
Work away while you 're able, 
Work away while you 're able. 
Work away, work away. 

2. Hands were made to be useful, if you teach 

them the way, 
Therefore, for yourself and neighbor, make them 
useful every day. 
Work away while you 're able, &c. 

3. And to speed with your labor. 

Make the most of to-day ; 
What may hinder you to-morrow. 
It 's impossible to say. 
Work away while you 're able, &c. 

4. As for gri^f and vexation, 

Let them come when they may ; 
When your heart is in your labor, 
It will soon be light and gay. 
Work away while you 're able, &o. 

5. In the world would you prosper, 

Then this counsel obey; 
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Out of debt is out of danger: 
And your creditors to pay, , 
Work away while you 're able, &c. 



6. Let your own hands support you. 
Till your strength shall decay ; 
And your heart should never fail you. 

Even when your hair is gray. 
' * Work away while you 're able, &c. 



Na58. A GLASS, BUT NOT OF SHE|IRY. 
(round for three voices.) 

School Singer, 8S. 

1. A glass, a glass, but not of sherry, 

2. For we without it can be merry; 

3. Cold water makes us happy, very. 



No. 59. SCOTLAND'S BURNING. 

(round for four voices.) 

I School Singer, 85. 

1. Scotland ?s burning, Scotland 's burning, 

2. Look out, look out, 

3. Fire! fire! fire! fire! 

4. Pour on water, pour on water. 

No. 60. YOUTH IS BRIEF, (round for four voices.) 

Sdiool Singer, 4S. 

1. Youth is brief, 

2. Hours of glee, 

3. Time 's a thief, 

4. And steals from me. 
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No. 61. PARTING, (eound for thbxe voices.) 

Sehool Smiter, llf . Tounic Mdodiit, lU, 

1. Dear Brothers, (Sisters,) farewell, 

2. Heav'n guide you safely home ; 

3. Kind Friends, all farewell. 



Na 62. MORNING RAMBLES. 

Tonng Cboir, 111; 

1. 1 've been sitting by the hill side, 
Little birds flew gayly round; 
What a singing, what a springing, 
From their nestlings to the ground. 
From their nestlings to the ground ; 
What a singing, what a springing. 
From their nestlings to the ground. 

2. 1 'ye been standing in the garden. 

Where the buzzing bees flew round, 

What a humming, going, coming. 

As their honey cells they found. 

As their honey cells they found. 

What a humming, going, coming. 

As their honey cells they found. 

3. 1 'ye be«n walking in the meadow. 

Where the swallows sail o'er th' brook, 
What a dipping, what a dripping, 
It is droll enough to look. 

4. 1 'ye been wiandering in the woodland, 
Where the squirrels sport so free. 
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What a springing, running, leaping, 
Up and down the walnut tree ! 

5. While all creatures are thus gayly, 

Sporting in the beams of day, 
Let me learn of them the lesson, 
To be cheerful, brisk, and gay. 

6. Cheerful neighbors soon will join us, 

With the sun's last parting ray ; 
Then with singing, voices ringing, 
Will we close a happy day. 



No. 68. 



SING, GAILY SING. 



YoaiiclM<Ml{it,83. 

22 



l.Sing, gaily sing I— 
Let gladness round us ring : 
This little cheerful simple lay. 
Shall be our parting song to day. 
Sing ! gaily sing. 

2. Sing ! sweetly sing-^ 
What joys from home do spring. 
The happy faces there we meet, 
The kindly smiles we always greet. 
Sing ! sweetly sing. 



3. Sing ! loudly sing— . 
What sports will evening bring. 
We '11 jump and race, we Ml skip and hop, 
We '11 play at ball, at hoop, at top. 
' ! loudly sing. 
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4. Sing ! softly sing- 
When dnsky night doth fling 

Its shadows o-'er our drowsy heads, 
In heavenly peace we '11 seek our bods. 
Sing ! softly sing. 

5. Sing ! bcddly sing-» 

When cheerful task takes wing, / 

We 'U rise as brisk and merry too, 
Resolved our lessons well to do. 
Sing ! boldly sing. 



Na 64. PLEASURES OP INNOOENOE. 

School Singer, 108.* Jarenil* Choir, IM. 

1. There's much good cheer in youthful age, tra 
la! 
When fairy scenes the heart engage, tra la ! 
When all is sunny, clear, and bright, 
And pleasure reigns from mom till night. 

2. 0, who like xa is free from care ! tra la ! 
0, who in sport has half our share ? tra la ! 
We bound like roe4)iicks o'er the plain. 
And ever fresh and free remam. 

3. The summer's smile we ever greet, tra la ! 
We love its berries, firesh and sweet, tra la ! 
And autumn comes with welcome glee, — 
0, yes, its fruits I long to see. 
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4. And all the year, — 't is filled with good, tra la ! 
To us who sail on youth's bright flood, tra la ! 
We let our pleasures take the wing, 

And ever, ever, ever sing ! 

5. Pray, tell why should our hearts be sad ? tra la ! 
Yes, yes, why should we not be glad ? tra la ! 

^ We've food, and drink, and clothes to wear, 
And all for which we need not care. 

6. Come on, then, let us merry be, tra la ! 
There 's none so happy, none as we, tra la ! 
Come let us shout and let us sing, 

Till echoes make the welkin ring. 



Na 66. THE BONNT BOAT. 

JuTenfle Choir, 87. foang Cboir, 190 

1.0 swiftly glides the bonny boat, 

Just parted from the shore, 
And to the fisher's chorus notes, 

Sofl moves the dipping oar. 
These toils are borne with happy cheer, 

And ever may they speed, 
That feeble age and helpmate dear, 

And tender baimies'^ feed. 

2. We cast our lines in Largo Bay, 
Our nets are floating wide, 
Our bonny boat with yielding sway, 
Rocks lightly o'er the tide ; 

• B«iniiM*8ootoh Ibr GhfldND. 
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And happy praTO ovir daily lot 

Upon the summer sea. 
And blest on land our kindly eot, 

Where all our treasures be. 

. The mermaid on her rock may sing, 

The witch may weave her charm, 
Nor water sprite nor eldrich''^ thing 

The bonny boat can harm. 
It safely bears its scaly store 

Through many a stormy gale, 
While joyful shouts rise from the shore, 

Its homeward prow to haiL 



Kg. 66. THE EMIGRAISTS SONG TO THE WEST 

Young Melodist) T6. 

t. If riches were mine, I would hurry away, 
To the land of the bold and the blest ; 
I 'd chase down the sun to the confines of day, 

And settle to toil in the west. 
The boblink and robin my band should be. 
With the drumming woodpecker aloft in the 
tree ; 
- The boblink and robin my band should be, 

With the drumming woodpecker aloft in the 
tree. 
The golden woodpecker, the drumming wood 
pecker, 
And chattering squirrels aloft in the tree. 

* Xrfl fpirite wppoMd bjr tlw Seotoh pcanntt toinfiMt tiM irmter. 
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2. 1 ask not sueh wealth m Ibo uidMaiit ask^ 

Nor seek such in^orioiM sett ; 
Let them in the snnshiae o{, opaleno6 baek, 

I 'd glory to toil in tk9 wett. 
The boblink, &c. 

3. With socHm I 'd renKember the olamorf of trade, 

The meanings of cororoerea distress'd ; 
And Ittll'd to repose by the eiR^rta I made, 

I 'd welcome the seaaon of real. 
The boblink) &c. 

4. 'T is trae, there are troubles whereyei we dwell, 

There are demcms to harass the best ; 
But where nature is yotmgj the spirits must swell, 

And glory to toil in the west. 
The boblink, &c. 

5. To the west, to the west, then I^ hurry away. 

To the land of the bold and the bless'd ; 
r ^11 chase down the sun to the confines of day. 

And settle to toil in the west. 
The bobHi^ and lolMn my band shall be, &o. 



ITo. (JT. THE HERO. 

Yoealist, 105. teulif YooOist^ 90. 

1. My father was a iarmer good, 
With corn and beef in plenty, 
1 hoed and mowed, and held the plough, 
And longed for one-and-twenty : 
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For I had quite a martial turn, 

And scorn'd the lowing c^tle, 
I burned to wear a uniform, 

Hear drums and see a battle. 

2. My Wrth-day came, my father urged, 

But atoutly I resisted, 
My sister wept, my mother pray'dj 

But off I went and listed. 
They marched me on thro' wet and dry, 

To tunes more loud than charming, 
But lugging knapsack, box, and guu, 

Was harder work than farming. 

3. We met the foe, — the cannon roar'd, 

The crimson tide was flowing, 
The frightful death-groans filPd my ears, 

I wished that I was mowing : 
I lost my leg, — the foe came on, 

They had me in their clutches, 
I starved in prison till the peace. 

Then hobbled home on crunches. 



(For the 4th of JulrO 

No. 68. nmEPENDENCE DAY. 

WORDS BT a U. SANDERS. 



IM,144. 
Toanf Toediit, 7S. S^ool Singer, 68. TooDg Choir, 189. 

1 . This day to greet with joy we meet, 
Then banish care away ; 
With festive cheer, come hasten here^ 
II: 'T is independeoee dtiy. :H 
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2. Joined heart and hand, a happy band, 

We freedom's flag display — 
With music's sound we gather 'round, 
'Tis independence day; 

3. We shout and sing, and flowers we briag- 

Youth's joyful emblems they — 
The Ikurel twine with fadeless pine, 
'T is independence day. 

4. From morn to night with love unite, 

To celebrate this day — 
Let peace and joy our hearts employ, 
'T is independence day. 

5. Our fathers' brave, this land to save. 

Did freedom's call obey — 
By young and old their deeds be told — 
On independence day. 

6. The brave of heart bore well their part. 

Oppression's hand to stay — 
Their story long shall be our song. 
On independence day. 

7. Let banners wave for lieeds so brave— 

The stripes and stars display-r- 
The eagle bold our shield shall hold, 
'T is independence day. 

8. Hurrah again ! another strain. 

And then for home away ! 
This day was won by Washington, 
'T is independence day. 
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No. 69. THE SCHOOL. 

Jmrenfle Choir, 109. lit vol. Kingile7>k Social Choir, 1 

1. Ckeerily, cheerily, sound the strain, 
Happily, happily, met again, 

Here we stand ; 
Who at home has dared to stay ? 
Who has loiter'd on the way ? 
And who for idle play, 

Do we miss from our band ? 
Cheerily, cheerily, sound the strain, 
Happily, happily, met again, 

Here we stand. 

2. Merrily sound the strain. 
Happily met again. 

All are here ; 
All who love the morning prime. 
All who feel the worth of time ; 
So we '11 sound the merry chime. 

All are here. 
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No, 70. GEOGRAPHY SONG. 

WORDS BT O. W. SANDSaS. 
TooDf Yoealist, 48. Tounf Mdodist, 198. Toimf Choir, 199. 

1. Come, scholars, let us join and sing, 

About geography, 
Which teaches how the earth is formed, 

And the wide rolling sea. 
" The earth is round, and likei a ball, 

Seems swinging in the air, 
The sky extends around it all. 

And stars are shining there." 
Gome, scholars, let us join and sing. 

About geography, 
Which teaches how the earth is formed, 

And the wide rolling sea. 

2. Two mighty continents there are 

Upon this mundane sphere; 
The one upon the right is called 

The Eastern Hemisphere. 
It is divided, as we see, 

In three .divisions each— 
Of Europe, Asia, Africa, 

Geography doth teach. 
Come, scholars, &c. 

3. The We3Tern Hemisphere contains 

Divisions only two— 
Both North and South Amuiica 
Are here brought to our view.- 
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Beside the continents we 'v« named 

Are many iblanm seen 
Among the waters of the sea 

In verdure evet green. 
Come, scholars, &c. 

4. Five mighty Oceans heave their tides 

Upon this earthly ball ; 
The Atlantic and PAcft-ic are 

The largest of them all. 
And next in size the Indian wave 

O'er beds of coral rolls ; 
The Artie and Antarctic lave 

The two bleak, frigid Poles. 
Gome scholars, &c. 

5. The lines that run from fMrth to south 

Are lines of longitude. 
Those that extend from eastXo west 

Are lines of latitude, . 
Around its axis — ^west to bast 

The earth incessant goes ; 
Which makes alternate day and kight 

For labor and repose. 
Gome scholars, &o. 

6. The earth another motion has 

Around the radiant Sun ; 
Which makes the Seasons in their turn, 

In quick succession run ; 
Five Zones there are of different climes, 

With beasts both tame and wild, 
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One TORRID, {hot,) two frigid (cold,) 

Two TEMPERATE — iO mild. 

Come scholars, &c. 



Na 71. THE VOYAGE OF LIFE. 

TounpyoetliftflQ. 

1. Life's like a ship in constant motion, 

Sometimes high and sometimes low ; 
Where" ev'ry one must brave the ocean, 

Whatsoever wind may blow. 
If unassailed by storm or shower, 

Wafted by the gentle gales ; 
Let's not lose the fav'ring hour 
* While success attends our sails. 

2. Or if the wayward winds should bluster. 

Let us not give way to fear ; 
But let us all our patience muster, 

And learn from Reason how to steer. 
Let Judgment keep you ever steady, 

'T is a ballast never fails ; 
Should dangers rise, be ever ready 

To manage well the swelling sails. 

3. Trust not too much your own opinion. 

While your vessel 's under way ; 
Let good Example bear dominion, 

That 's a compass will not stray. 
When thund'ring tempests make you shudder, 

Or Boreas on the surface rails ; 
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Let good discretion guide the rudder, 
Providence attei^jji the' sails. 



No. 12. THE NOBLEST GEM. 

FOKTRT BT L. M. FORDt. 

TooBf Tootliitt V 

1. There is a gem, of greater worth 
Than all the jewels fair of earth, 
Which had from God its wond'rodi birth ; 

It 18 THE MIND. 

2. How vast and boundless is its flight ! 
'T is fairer than the diamond bright, 
The ruby and the chrysolite 

In one combined. 

3. And oh ! how mighty is its sway ! ^ 
When clothed in Wisdom's fair array, 
What beauties does a mind display 

Pure and refined. 

4. It is the gem that' ne'er will fade, 
For which a priceless ransom 's paid. 
The boundless love of God displayed 

For all mankind ! 

5. When all the spheres and worlds like this 
Shall cease to roll in boundless space, 
Ransora'd, immortal, filled with bliss. 

Rest may it find. 
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No. 13. THE BRAVE MAN. 

Toonf Voealitt, «. • Toong Melodist, 14. YoeaHrt, 40. 

Hiuieal Oemi, 112. 

1. Who is the man that leads the van, 

In brave men's noble throng ? 
II : 'T is he whose voice makes God his choice, 
In prayer and holy song. : || 

2. Bot who 's the brave ? — ^'T is he whose grave 

Is dreaded less than wrong ; 
II : Who risks his life amid the strife, 
Whetfe foes of truth are strong. : || 

3. Who is the brave, that o'er the wave 

Of Sorrow dauntless sails ? 
II : 'T is^he whose eye is fix'd on high, 
And there Hope's vision nails. : || 

4. ! may the brave, the noble brave, 

Enrich and bless our land ; 
II : Then freedom's laws and hallowed cause, 
Shall firm to ages stand. 



Na 74. EXCELSIOR. 

JaTCBflt Cbob', m. Sheet Moffe) (Hiiteh&tMB))k) 

1. The shades of night were falling fast. 
As through an Alpine village passed 
A youth, who bore thro' snow and ice 
A banner, with the strange device— 
EjKselsior ! 

* la Kcond and third referencea omit xvpeati. 
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His brow was sad, his eye beneath 
Flashed like a falchion from its sheath ; 
And like a silver i^larion rung 
The accents of that unknown tongue*-* 

Excelsior ! 
In happy homes he saw the light 
Of household fires gleam warm and bright, 
Above the spectral glacier shone; 
And from his lips escaped a groSm— 

Excelsior ! 
" Try not the pass," the old man said; 
" Dark lowers the tempest overhead ; 
The roaring torrent is deep and wide !'' 
And loud that clarion voice replied— 

Excelsior ! 

2. " O stay," the maiden said, " and rest 
Thy weary head upon this breast !" 
A tear stood in his bright blue eye, 
And still he answered, with a sigh^ 

Excelsior ! 
" Beware the pine-tree's withered branch- 
Beware the awful avalanche !" 
This was the peasant's last good night : 
A voice replied, far up the height- 
Excelsior ! 
At break of day, as heavenward 
The pious monks of St. Bernard 
Uttered the oft-repeated prayer, 
A voice cried through the startled air- 
Excelsior ! 
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A traveller, by the faithful hound, 
Half-buried in the snow, was found, 
Still grasping in his hand of ice 
That banner, with the strange device — 
Excelsioi;! 

There, in the twilight cold and gray, 
Lifeless, but beautiful he lay ; 
And from the sky, serene and far, 
A voice fell, like a falling star- 
Excelsior ! 



No. 15. ASPIRATIONS OP YOUTH. 

Sdiool Bingcr» 91. 

1. Higher, higher, will we climb 

Up the mount of glory. 
That our names may live through time. 

In our country's story. 
Happy, when her welfare calls. 

He who conquers, he who falls, 
ftappy, when her welfare calls, 

He who conquers, he who falls . 

2. Deeper, deeper, let us toil ^ 

In the mines of knowledge ; 
Nature's wealth and learning's spoil, 

Win from school and college ; 
Delve we there for richer gems 

Than the, stars of diadems— 
Delve we there for richer gems, &c. 
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3. Onward, onward, will we press, 

In the path of duty ; 
Virtue is. true happiness, 

Excellence true beauty. 
Minds are of celestial birth ; 

Let us make a heaven of earth. 
Minds, &c. 

4. Closer, closer, let us knit . 

Hearts and hands together. 
Where our fireside comforts sit 

In the wildest weather ; 
they wander wide, who roam 

For the joys of life from home. 
they wander, &c. 

5. Nearer, dearer bands of love 

Draw our souls in union. 
To our Father's house above. 

To the saints' communion : 
Thither every hope ascend ; 

There may all our labors end. 
Thither, &c. 



Na 16. INVOCATION TO SCIENCE. 

ToonrVooaliatyllQ. 
Miuieal Ocmi, 181. {** ISparklmt and Bright.**) School Sinijer, 188. 

. 1. Fair Science bright, from realms of light. 
We yield thee homage ever : 
We 've gathered here a band sincere, 
To seek thy smiles forever. 
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^ hasU the day. when thy blest sway 
To this wide earth be giverij 
Artd light shaU shim around thy shrine, 
Like beams from smiling heaceti, 

2. We 'Ve joined to raise to ardent gaze^ 

The veil that hicle§ thy glory, 
And eager pore o'er ancient lore, 

And fam^ heroic story. 
We 've sought to trace, thro' endless space, 

The path of worlds bright gleaming, 
And hand in hand the pages scanned, 

Where heavenly trnth is gleaming. 

3. And now we '11 bear thy mandates faax 

To youth that cluster 'round us, 
And ever raise glad ^tes of praise 
For blessings that surround us. 
haste the day, ^e. 



No. 11. mUOENOBL 

8«hodl Stager, m» 

\, Let us, dear brothers, 
Cheerfully toil ^ 
Never from labor, 
Never recoil— 
Never hma labcar, 
Never recoil. 



* When the above is snnK to the melody of ** Sparkling and Bright," 
the four linei in Italics for ChoKUb 
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2. Short is the season 
Youth can remain ; 
Let not its proffers 
Hail ns in vain. 

Let not, &c. 

3. Rich is th» treasure 
Now to be won ; 
Toil in full measure, 
Then shall be done. 

Toil, &c. 

4. Nature for action 
Youth has designed ; 
Sweet satisfaction 
Age will thus find. 

Sweet, &c. 

5. So shall the season 
Life has now lent. 
True to right reason, 
Wisely be spent. 

True, &c. 

6. Diligent ever 
Then let us be ; 
So will we never 
Poverty see. 

So will, &c. 
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No. 78. OHSEBFULNESS. 

■eheol 8iBx«r, 106. llaik»l Gum, 119. ToanK Mdodkt, 191. 

1. It clearly echoes in the breast, 

Like music's sweetest string ; 
K : It warms our hearts with gentle glow, 
Like sunshine in the spring. : || 
« 

2. It gives us strength to do and bear, 

It makes the heavy light ; 
II : It makes the roughest pathway smooth, 
And cheers the darkest night. : 11 

3. It smiles within the clay-built hut, 

As in the princely dome ; 
II: Sweet smiles serene of peace are seen 
Where'er it makes a home. : il 

4. This treasure rich is cheerfulness. 

To willing bosoms given ; 
II : From heavenly truth and good it flows. 
And turns again to heaven. : || 



No. 79. AWAY WITH POUTING. 

floliool Singer, 66. Jarenile Choir, 144. 

1. Away with pouting and with pining, 

Why should the brow be wrapt in gloom. 
When morning's golden sun is shining. 

And life's young year is in its bloom ; 
The smile of joy each moment meets us,. 

While through this pilgrimage we roam ; 
At ev'ry turn her presence greets us. 

To cheer us on our journey home. 
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2. The streamlet purls and play& as lightly, 

As when it danced on Eden's breeze ; 
The loyely moon still beams as brightly, 

As when she shone through Adam's trees; 
The smile of joy each moment meets us, 

While through this pilgrimage we roam; 
At ev'ry turn her pre*sence greets us, 

To cheer us on our journey home. 



No. 80. THIS WORLD IS NOT SO BAD A WORLD. 

T<ni]igyocalM,64. 

1 . This world is not so bad a world 

As some would like to make it, 
Tho' whether good, or whether bad, 

Depends on how you take it ; 
For if we scold and fret all day, 

From mom 'till dewy even, 
This world will ne'er afford to man 

A fotetaste here of heaven. 

2. This world 's in truth as good a world 

As e'er was known to any. 
Who have not seen another yet,— 

And they are very many — 
And if the men and women too 

Have plenty of emplojrment. 
They surely must be hard to please 

Who cannot find enjo3nn[ient. 

3. This world is quite a pleasant world. 

In rain of pleasant weather ; 
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If people would bat learn to live 

In harmony together ; 
And cease to burst the kindly bond 

By Love and Peace cemented, 
And learn that best of lessons yet«- 

To always be contented. 

4. Then were this world a pleasant world, 

And pleasant folks were in it, 
The day would pass most pleasantly 

To those who thus begin it ; 
And all the nameless grievances 

Brought on by borrowed troubles. 
Would prove, as certainly they are, 

A mass of empty bubbles. 

No. 81. PSALM OF LIFE. 

What the Heart of the Young Man said to the Psalmist 



BY LONGI'BLLOW. 

Vooalift,e3. 



Motieal Geina, 84. 
Young Vocaliit, 171, 



1 . Tell me not, in mournful numbers. 

Life is but an empty dream ; 
And the soul is dead that slumbers : 
And things are not what they seem. 

2. Life is real ! — ^Life is earnest ! 

And the grave* is not its goal : 
Dust thou art, to dust returnest— 
Was not spoken of the soul. 

3. Not enjoyment, and not sorrow. 

Is our destined end and way ; 
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But to act that each to-morrow, 
Find us farther than to-day. 

4. Art is long, and Time is fleeting. 

And our hearts, though stout and brave, 
Still, like muffled drums, are beating 
Fun'ral marches to the grave. 

5. In the world's broad field of battle, 

In the bivouac'of life. 
Be not like dumb, driven cattle- 
Be a hero in the strife. 

6. Trust no Future, howe'er pleasant ; 

Let the dead Past bury its dead ; 
Act — act in the living Present, — 
Heart within, and God overhead ! 

7. Lives of great men all remind us. 

We may make our lives sublime, 
And, departing, leave behind us 
Foot-prints in the sands of Time ;— 

8. Foot-prints that, perhaps, another, 

Sailing o'er Life's solemn main — 
A forlorn and shipwrecked brother — 
Seeing, shall take heart again. 

9. Let us, then, be up and doing. 

With a heart for any fate ; 
Stiir achieving, still pursuing. 
Learn to labor and to wait. 



8* 
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Na 82. SPEAK GENTLY. 

TonnK Toealitt, 7L Toonf Choir, IM. Sehool Singer, 190. 

1. Speak gently — ^it is better far 

^To rule by love than fear; — 
Speak gently — ^let no harsh word mar 

The good we might do here. 
Speak gently to the little child ; 

Its love be sure to gain ; 
Teach it, in accents soft and mild, 

From evil to refrain. 

2. Speak gently to the young, for they 

Will have enough to bear : 
Pass thro' this life as best they may, 

'T is full of anxious care. 
Speak gently to the aged one ; 

Grieve not the care-worn heart : 
The sands of life are nearly run— 

Let such in peace depart. 

3. Speak gently, kindly, to the poor; 

Let no harsh tone be heard ; 
They have enough they must eniiure, 

Without one unkind word. 
Speak gently to the erring ones—- « 

They must have toiled in vain— 
Perchance unkinduess made them so : 

Oh ! win them back again ! 
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4. Speak gently — He who gave his life, 

To bead man's atubborn wt]!. 
When elements were fierce with strife, 

Said to them, " Peace ! be still i" 
Speak gently — h is a little thing, 

Dropped in the hearths deep well ; 
The good, the joy, which it may bring. 

Eternity shall tell. 



No. €8. FRIENDSHIP. 

YooDK Melodist, Tl. Toouk Clioir^SS. School Sisfgar, M. 

1. Trusting, lean on Friendship's arm, 

While life's storms are blowing ; 
Trust the true and faithful heart. 

Warm with friendship glowing. 
He who treads life's path alone, 

Wanders weary, toiling ; 
But with Friendship, arm in arm, 

Earth's an Eden, smiling. 

2. Friendship humbles selfish pride. 

Teaches self-denial ; 
Blunts the thorns that vex our path. 

In the hour of trial. 
Friendship makes our joys more sweet, 

Oheers the hour of sadness ; 
Decks the face with heartfelt smiles^ 

Filfs the heart with gladness. 
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Na 84. TEE FAMILY BIBLE. 

Iflt MdodeoB, I4S. JaTcnae Choir, lit. 

Sehool Slncer, 71. Toung Mdoditl^ U. 

1. This Book is all that 's left me now — 
Tears will unbidden start — 

With flattering lip and throbbing brow, 

I press it to my heart ; 
For many generations pass'd. 

Here is our family tree : 
My mother's hands.this Bible elasp'd— 

She, dying, gave it me. 

2. Ah ! well do I remember those 
Whose na'mes these records bear, 

Who round the hearth-stone used to close, 

After the evening prayer. 
And speak of what these pages said. 

In tones my heart would thrill : 
Though they are with the silent dead^ 

Here are they living stilL 

3. My father read this holy book 
To brothers, sisters, dear. 

How calm was my poor mother's looky 
Who lean'd, God's word to hear 1 

Her angel face, I see it yet : 
What thronging memories come I 

Again that little group is met. 
Within the walls of home I 
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4. Thou truest friend man ever knew, 

Thy constancy I 've tried : 
Where all were false, I 've found thee true, 

My counsellor and guide. 
The mines of earth no treasure give, 

That could this volume buy ; 
In teaching me the way to live, 

It taught me how to die. 



No. 86. FILIAL AFFECTION. 

Tdung Veealift, 38. Sheet Moaie. ( I. B. Woodbury.) 

1 . Be kind to tliy father, for when thou wast young, 

Who lovM thee so fpndly as he ? 
He caught the first accents that fell from thy 
tongue. 

And joined in thy innocent glee. 
Be kind to thy father, for now he is old, 

His locks intermingled with grey ; 
His footsteps are feeble— once fearless and bold : 

Thy father is passing away. 

2. Be kind to thy mother, for lo ! on her brow 

May traces of sorrow be seen ; 
Oh well may'st thou cherish and comfort her now. 

For loving and kind she hath been. 
Remember thy mother — for thee will she pray. 

As long as God giveth her breath; 
With accents of kindness then cheer her lone way, 

E'en to the dark valley of death. 
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3. Be kind to thy brother — his heart will hare 

death, 

If the smiles of thy joy be withdrawn ; 
The flowers of feeling will fade at the birth, 

If love and affection be gone. 
Be kind to thy brother — wherever you are, 

The love of a brother shall' be 
An ornament purer and richer by far, 

Thau pearls from the depth of the sea. 

4. Be kind to thy sister — ^not many may know 

The depth of true sisterly love ; 
The wealth of the ocean lies fathoms below 
I The surface that sparkles above. 

Thy kindness shall bring to thee many sweet 
hours, 
And blessings thy pathway shall crown ; 
Affection shall, weave thee a garland of flowers, 
More precious that wealth or renown* 



No. 86. THE ORPHAN BOYS, (put.) 

Tounf Choir, 113^ 

1. Our cot was sheltered in a wood, 
And near a lake's green margin stood; 
A mountaiii bleak behind us frownM, 
Whose top the snow in summer crown'd ; 
But pastures rich, and warm to boot. 
Lay smiling at the mountain foot ; 
There first we frolickM hand in hand, hand in 
hand, hand in hand 
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Two iofant boys of Switzerland ! 
Two infant boys of Switzerland ! 

2. When scarcely old enough to know, 
The meaning of a tale of woe, 

. 'T was then by mother we were told, 
That father in his grave was cold ! 
That livelihoods were hard to get. 
And we too young to labor yet ; 
And tears within her eyes would stand 
For her two boys of Switzerland ! 

3. But soon for motter as we grew, 
We worked as much as we could do ; 
Our daily gains to her we bore, 

But, oh ! she '11 ne'er receive them more ; 
For long we watched beside her bed. 
Then sobbed to see her lie there dead ; 
And now we wander, hand in hand. 
Two orphan boys of Switzerland ! 



No. 87. THE LAND OF MY BIRTH. 

School Sinfgar, IM. Sheet Moiio. (Hurowty.) 

1 . Farewell to the home of my childhood, 

Farewell to my cottage and vine ; 
I go to the land of the stranger, 

Where pleasure alone will be mine. 
When life's fleeting journey is over. 

And earth again mingles with earth, 
I can rest in the land of the stranger. 

As well as in that of my birth. 
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Yes, these were my feelings at parting, 
But absence soon alterM their tone ; 

The cold hand of sickness came o'er me, 
And I wept o'er my sorrows alone. 

2. No friend came round me to cheer me* 

No parent to soften my grief; 
Nor brother, nor sister were near me, 

And strangers could give no relief. 
'T is true that it matters but little 

(Tho' living, the thought makes one pine,) 
Whatever befals the poor relic, 

When the spirit has flown from its shrine. 
But, oh! when life's journey is over, 

And earth again mingled with earth, 
Lamented or not still my wish is 

To rest in the land of my birth. 



No. 88. THE SWITZER'S SONG OP HOME. 

Toun|cVoealift,106* Toung Melodist, 135. Ist vol. Sootal Choir, 1«0. 
Hodeal Gemg, 148. 

1. Why, ah ! why my heart this sadness, 

Why 'mid scenes like these decline, 
Where all, tho' strange, is joy and gladness, 
11 : Oh say ! what wish can yet be thine ? : || 

2. All that 's dear to me is wanting, 

Lone and cheerless here I roam ; 
The stranger's joys howe'er enchanting, 
II : To me can never be like home. : j) 
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3. Give m» tiuusd^ I ask no other^ 

Those who Uess the Immble dome, 
Where dwM my fhther and my mother ; 

Give, 0, give me back my home, 
My own, my own dear native home. 



Ko. 89. HOME. 

T«(affllelodht,«. fvTCDOe Choir, R. 

1. Sing my friends, with voice untiring, 

Sing a noble song with me ; 
Soft the strain, but joy-inspiring 

Shall the glorious subject be. 
Home ! sweet h<Hne, to thee returning, 

Thine the song, the chorus sweet ; 
Home, for thee our hearts are burning, 

Home, where joys unnumbered meet. 

2. Every eye with mirth is beaming, 

Hope and love fill every soul ; 
Joys, of which we 've long been dreaming, 

Will be ours at that blest goal. 
Home, sweet home, to thee returning, kc, 

3. No more care, no tasks, no labor. 

Wearied hearts, ye now are free ; 
Books give place to harp and tabor ; 

'T is the time for harmless glee. 
Home, sweet home, to thee returning, &c. 

4. See all nature laughing round us. 

We can laugh in concert too ; 
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Loos'd the chain which long hath bound us, 

Home, beloved borne, in view. 
Home, flweet home, to thee returning, &o. 



Na 9a O'ER THE FAR BLUE MOUNTAIN. 

JaTMiik Choir, MO. 

1. O'er the far blue mountain. 

O'er the white sea foam, 
Gome, thou long parted one. 

Back to thy home. 
Wh^i the bright fire shineth^ 

Sad looks thy place, 
While the true heart ptneth 

Thy absent fece. 

2. Music is sorrowful 

Since thou art gone ; 
Sisters are mourning thee. 

Come to thine own ; 
Hark, the home voices call 

Back to thy rest ; 
Gome to thy father's hall, 

Thy mother's breast. 



No. 91. THE SPELLS OF HOME. 

Soeial Choir, 66. School Singer, M. hmadU Choir, Mk 

l.By the soft green light in the woody glade, 
On the banks of moss where thy childhood 
played. 
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« — I 

By the household tree thro' which thine eye 
First looked in love to the summer sky, 
First looked in love to the summer sky, 
The summer sky. 

Holy and precious, guard it well, 
Holy and precious, guard it well, 
guard it well, guard it well, guard it well, 
guard it well, guard it well, 
Holy and precious, guard it well, guard it, 
guard it well. 

2. By the dewy gleam, by the very breath 
Of the primrose tufts in the grass beneath. 
On thy saddened heart there 's laid a spell. 
Holy and precious, guard it well, 
Holy and precious, guard it well, guard it 

well, guard it well, 
guard it well, guard it well, guard it well, 
O guard it well, 

Holy and precious, guard it well, guard it, 
' guard it well. 



No. 92. HOME. 

Jarenile Choir, 106. 
Sheet Mudo. (** .Am Inotfondip fAy oum.**) lit toI. Melodeon, 16. 

1. Home ! home ! can I forget thee, 
Dear ! dear ! dearly lov*d home ; 
No ! no ! can I regret thee. 



,y Google 



1,00 SONGS FOa THE SCHOOL-aoOM. 



Though I may far fronj thee rove, 
Home, home, home, home, 
Dearest and happiest home. 

. Home, home, why did I leave thee. 
Dear, dear friends do not mourn ; 
Home, home, once more receive me, 

Qnickly to thee I '11 return ; 
Home, home, home, home. 
Dearest and happiest home. 



No. 93. NATURFS FAREWELL. 

; FOITTBT BT ICRB. HEMAN& 

Jarenile Choir, f6. 8«hooI Singer, 91. 

1. A youth rode forth from his childhood's home, 
Through the crowded paths of the world to roam: 
And the green leaves whispered, as he passed : 
'* Ah ! whither, thou dreamer, away so fast ? 

2. " Knew'st thou with what thou art parting here, 
Long would'st thou linger in doubt and fear: 
Thy heart's free laughter, thy sunny hours. 
Thou hast left in our shades, with Spring's wild 

flowers. 

3. Thou may'st come to the summer woods again. 
And thy heart have no echo to greet their strain; 
Afar from their foliage, its love will dwell: 

A change must pass o'er thee. Farewell I— 
farewell !" 
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4. And a somethings of gloom on his spirit weigh'd, 
As he caught the last sound of his native shade ; 
But he knew not, till many a bright spell broke, 
How true were the oracles Nature had spoke. 



Na 94. COME T6 THE SUNSET TREE. 

Jnvcnik Choir, 188. School Singtr, 140. 

1. Come to the sunset tree; 

The day is past and gone, 
The woodman's axe lies free, 

And the reaper's work is done : 
The twilight star to heaven, 

And the summer dew to flowers. 
And rest to us, is given. 

By the cool sofl evening hours. 

2. Sweet is the hour of rest, 

Pleasant the wind's low sigh, 
And the gleaming of the west. 

And the turf whereon we lie, 
When the burden and the heat 

Of labor's task are o'er, 
And kindly voices greet 

The tired one at the door! 

i. Yes ! tunefol is the sound 

That dwells in whispering boughs ; 
Welcome the freshness round, 
And the gale that fans our brows ; 
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But rest, more sweet and still 
Than ever nightfall gave, 

Our longing hearts shall fill, 
In the world beyond the grave. 

3. There shall no tempest blow, 

No scorching noontide heat ; 
There shall be no more snow, 

No weary, wandering feet ; 
And we lift our trusting eyes, 

From the hills our fathers trod, 
To the quiet of the skies, 

To the Sabbath of our God. 



Na 96. COME, COME AWAY. 

Jarenne Choir, 107. Toudk Mdodist, 108. Toang Voedist, 98* 

1. come, come away, from labor now reposing ; 
Let busy care awhile forbear ; 

come, come away. 
Come, come, our social joys renew, 
And then, with trust and friendship too, 
Let true hearts welcome you ; 

come, come away. 

2. From toil and from care, on which the day is 
closing. 
The hour of eve brings sweet reprieve ; 
come, come away. 
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come, where Love will smile on thee, 
And round the hearth will gladness be. 
And time fly merrily ; 
come, come away. 

3. While sweet Philomel, the weary traveller 

cheering. 
With evening song her notes prolong ; 

O come, come away. 
In answering song of sympathy. 
We '11 sing, in tuneful harmony, 
' Of hope, joy, liberty; 

come, come away. 

4. The bright day is gone — the moon and stars 

appearing, 
With silv'ry light illumes the night ; 

O come, come away. 
We '11 join in grateful songs of praise. 
To Him who crowns our peaceful days, 
With health, hope, happiness ; 

O come, come away. 



No. 96. SOFT IS THE MORNING DEW. 

School Singer, 104. 

1 . Soil is the morning dew, 
' Resting on flowers ; 
Gentle the balmy breath, 
'Mid summer flowers ; 
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GFeen is the mo8s*coach, 

Spread to repose; 
Sweet, o'er the heather hill, 

The wild flower blows. 

2. Dew on the bright flowers 

Soon glides away ; 
Calm breath of Summer ' 

Speeds on his way ; 
Yellow the moss -bed, 

Black is the hill, 
Gone are the silver bnds, 

Hushed is the rill. 

3. Days without number, 

Thus on the wing. 
Fly as the shadow 

Glides o'er the hill ; 
Star of the morning, 

Gilding our bloom. 
Lights up, at evening. 

Our path to the tomb. 

4. Not this our Eden home. 

Rocked by the blast ; 
Not this our beacon star. 

Fading so fast : 
Dark though the stormy hours. 

Fleeting and short. 
Bark of our pilgrimage 

Soon is at port.. 
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Na 97. WHERE SHALL WE GO! 

School Binger, 143. 

1. Where, where shall we go ? 

The glorious sun is rising fast, 
^ And morn's cool hours will soon be past, 
Where, where, shall we go ; 
In the morn the heart is lightest ; 
In the morn the mind is brightest ; 
Morning is the hour for study, \ 
Now to school 't is time already, J 

There will we go, there will we go, 

There we will go, there we will go. 

There, there we will go. 

2. Where, O where shall we go ? 

The scorching noon-tide heat is past. 
And fleecy clonds the sky o'ercast ; 
Where, where shall we go ? 
Down the yale and o'er the mountain. 
Through the grove beside the fountain, 
Resting in the pleasant bowers, 
Gulling all the bright eyed flowers, 
II : There will we go. : |] 

3. Where, O where shall we go ? 

The evening shadows lengthen fast, 
The son's low, level rays are cast ; 

Where, O where shall we go ? 

Home, to greet our gentle mother, 

Kindest father, sister, brother ; 
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All our sweetest flowers we 'U give them, 
0, how gladly they '11 receive them; 
II : Home will we go. : jj 



No. 98. WHEN THE DAY WITH ROSY LIGHT. 

Odeon, 210. lit Soelal Choip^ iL 

1. When the day with rosy light, 
In the morning-land appears, 
And the dusky shades of night 

Melt away in dewy tears ; 
Up the sunny hills I roam, 

To bid good-morrow to the flowers, 
And waken, in their highland homes. 
The minstrels of the bowers. 
La, la, &c. 

2. 't is sweet at early day, 

To climb the mountain's rocky steep, 
And hear the birds 'mid blossoms gay. 

Waking from their happy sleep. 
Noon may have its sunny glare, 

Eve its twilight and its dew, 
Night its soft and cooling air — 

But give me the morning blue. 



No. 99, WILL YOU COME WHERE THE WILD 
BEE IS HUMMING. 

MadeiJ Oem«, 169. ^ JnTcnae Choir, 184. 

1 . Will you come where the wild be^ is humming, 
'Mid the blossoms and flowers so gay. 
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'T is h«r song that the spring time is coming, 

'T is her contftant and beautiful lay. 
Will you come to the ^w)odland and mountain, 

Wl^ere the flocks feed on meadows so green, 
Where they sip from the clear crystal fountain, ' 

/T is a prospect most lovely, I ween. 
Will you come where the brook, gently gliding, 

Murmurs soft in the cool silent shade, 
Where the violet is modestly hiding, 

In its lowly but beautiful bed. 

2. Will you come where the sun gilds the morning. 

With the loveliest tints of the rose. 
All the hills and the valleys adorning, 

While in radiance and splendor it glows. 
Will you come when the daylight advancing, 

Calleth man to his labor and toil. 
Every pleasure its value enhancing, 

As we gather our wealth from the soil. 
Will you come when the shadow of evening 

Round our cottage her mantle has thrown, 
Fresh enjoyment ai\d happiness breathing. 

Ever thus when our labor is done. 



KalOO. MOKNING. 

JarcBite Oiurfr, M. SdMol Siagw, 16. 

1. The first pale ray of morning. 
Now gleams o'er mountain blue. 
Its light the vales adorning 
With bjeams of rosy hue. 
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Wake, wake, and hear oar memkig call ; 
\yake, brothers dear, both one a&d all, 
Wake, wake, and l^^ar our morning caU; 
Wake, brothers^ dear, both one «nd aU, 
'T is morning's direst prime. 
Then brothers wake, 't is timo-* 
'T is morning's fairest j^imd ; 
Then brothers wake, 't is time. 

2. The glorious sun now beaming, 

To cheerful songs invite ; 
Arouse ther from your dreaming, 

Your dreams are for the night ; 
Then brothers wake and sing, 
For time is on its wing. 



No. 101. REJOKJBL 

Totuif(Cboir,8lL III v«l. Sodri Choii^ 61. 

1 . Rejoice, rejoice, the summer months are coniog ; 

Rejoice, rejoice, the bird« begin to sing ; 
' When joy bursts out in songs of praise. 

And hills resounding echoes raise. 

Rejoice, rejoice, the summermonths are coming: 

Rejoice, rejoice, the birds begin to sktg ; 

When joy bursts oat in songs of psaise^ songs 
of praise. 

And hills resoundiHg ^hoes raise, 

And hills resounding 
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Rejoice, rejoice, the summer months are coming ; 
Rejoice, rejoice, the birds begin to sing. 

2. Rejoice, rejoice, the budding flow'rs are bursting ; 
Rejoice, rejoice, their fragrance fills the air ^ 
When roses bloom, and daisies grow, 
And glories twine, and violets blow. 
Rejoice, rejoicei the budding flow'rs are bursting ; 
Rejoice, rejoice, r^oice, their fragrance fills the 

air; 
When roses bloom, and daisies grow, daisies 

grow. 
And glories twine, and Vaolets blow ; 
Rejoice, rejoice, the budding fiow'rs are bursting } 
Rejoice, rejoice, their fragrance fills the air. 

3. Rejoice, rejoice, when summer days are passing ; 
Rejoice^ rejoice, for sweets that they imp2rt ,* 
The cooling mom, the sunny day, 
Which balmy evening wears away. 
Rejoice, rejoice, when summer days are passing ; 
Rejoice, rejoice, for sweets that they impart ; 
The cooling mora, the sunny day, sunny day. 
Which balmy evening wears away. 
Which balmy evening wears away ; 
Rejoice, rejoioe, when summer days are passing ; 
Rejoice, rejoice, for sweets that they impart. 
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No. 102. THE FARMER'S SONG. 

WOB.DB BT JE8SK HUTCHINSON. 
SiieetMasie. (Hatohinion*!.) Young Toealiit, 68. 

1 . sweet the spring, with its merry ring, 
When the robins chirp and the blue-birds sing ; 
Their voices clear make glad the ear, 
In their welcome songs to the opening year. 
Then ho ! farmers, ho ! 

To the field, now that beauty 's adorning ! 
With hearts all right and spirits light, 
We '11 sing with the birds in the morning : 
II : Hey ho ! the farmers go 

Over the fields, to plow and sow. 

2. where 's the mind so unrefined, 
But in the Spring glows warm and kind, 
As ev'ry morn is fresh new-born, 
And the hills resound with the mellow horn ? 
Then ho ! farmers, ho ! &c. 

3. Now, full of joy, without alloy, 
How merrily sings the farmer's boy ! 

And his voice he trills, like the whip-poor-will's, 
While the sound runs echoing o'er the hills. 
Then ho ! farmers, ho ! &c. 

4. And summer too, in its varied hues. 
With flowers sweet our pathway strews ; 
All Nature 's gay, at the break of day, 
While the dew perfttmes the new-mown hay. 
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Then ho ! farmers, ho ! 

Your care and labor bestowing : 
With sickle and scythe does the farmer thrive ; 
Then hie to your reaping and mowing : 
II : Hey ho ! farmers go 

Over the fields, to plow and sow. 

5. blythe the hours, 'mid fields and flowers, 
When the earth 's embalmed with summer 

showers ; 
'T is then the rain, o'er the ripen 'd grain, 
Makes Nature sing and smile again. 

Then ho ! farmers, ho ! &c. {as in preceding 

stanza.) 



No. 103. 



MAY COMES LAUGHING O'ER THE 
PLAIN. 



Maikd GemS} 113. 



School Singer, 88. 



l.La, la, la! la, la, la ! 
May comes laughing o'er the plain, 
La, la, la ! la, la, la ! 
Herald of young Summer's reign, 
La, la, la ! la, la, la ! 
Breathing sweetness through the bow'rs, 
Tinting *with bright hues the flowers. 
See ! she waves her magic hand. 
See ! she waves her magic hand ; 
Life and beauty round her play ; 
'T is the joyous month of May, 
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Laughing May, joyous May, 
Lovely May, smiling May, 
Happy May, laughing May, 
Comes laughing o'er the plain, (d. a) 

2. La, la, la ! la, la, la I 
Winter's cold and leafless bough. 
La, la, la ! la, la, la ! 
Blushes at her presence now, 
La, la, la ! k, la, la ! 
On the bush the linnet sings. 
In the brake the wild flower springs ; 
Sporting nymphs and happy swains 
Roam the fresh, enamelled plains ; 
Every living thing doth say, 
'T is the joyous month of May. 
Laughing May, &c. 



Na 104. LITTLE VALE. 

Tounf Choir, 93. Jarende Choir, 8!L lit vol. Soeial Choir, 91. 

1. Little vale, with fairy meadows, 

Trees that spread your leafy hands, 
Flowers clothed in softest beauty. 
Lovelier far than eastern landa; 
Village home of ever treasure. 
Thee we sing, in strains of pleasure ; 
Village in the silent vale — 
Lovely village ! thee we hail. 
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2. In thy green and sunny pastures, 

Near thy bright and glassy streams, 

Free from care, we love to wander, 
Cheer'd by Summer's radiant beams 

Scenes of sweetest recollection, 

Sacred to the souPs reflection ; 

Village in the silent vale— 

Lovdy Tillage ! thee we hail. 



No. WS. AUTUMN. 



1. How gen'roiis is the autumn's store \ 

How rich its noble treasure ! 
Its lusty yield it deigns to pour, 
Along our way like golden ore, 

In loads of fullest measure. 

2. Its luscious fruits it never spares ; 

With apples, plums, and peaches, 
With melons, berries, grapes, and pears, 
A sumptuous banquet it prepares. 

For which my taste now reaches. 

3. 0, let us join the gleeful ring, 
And hail the autumn's coming ; 
To autumn's shrine glad hearts we '11 bring, 
And lend and merry will we sing, 
As when bright May is blooming. 

10* 
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Na 106. AURORA BOREALIS. 

Toang Choir, M. 

1. See the northern light ! the northern light ! 

To the zenith of the skies, 
How the glorious columns rise ! brightly gleam- 
ing, 
Brightly gleaming, brightly gleaming, 

Through the vale of night. 

2. See the northern light ! the northern light ! 

See the dark cloud round the base, 
Brilliant streaks from place to place, ever chang- 

' Ever changing, ever changing. 
Now 't is dim, now bright. 

3. See the northern light ! the northern light ! 

Like the dawning day it shines, 
Shooting stream with stream combines, brightly 

gleaming. 
Brightly gleaming, brightly gleaming, 

Through the vale of night. 

4. See the northern light ! the northern light ! 

Plainly telling He is great, 
Who did all its beams create, — never changing. 
Never changing, never changing. 

Source of life and light. 
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No. 107. SKATING CHORUS. 

JareDile Chobfj 81. Mwicftl Qtrnt, 140. Sdiool Singer, 4%* 

1. How keen the delight the rude winter supply- 

ing, 
How wildly our pulses exultingly spring, 

When we glide o'er the ice the cold breezes de- 
fying, 
As gay as the linnet and fleet her as wing. 

The blasts of the winter wind vainly are sound- 
ing? 
We heed them not — feel them not— on as we 
sweep, 

For warm in our bosoms life's current is bound- 
ing, 
There summer still glows, and the winter 
winds sleep. 

Then on, follow on, follow on, follow on, follow 
on, follow on, 

Follow, follow, follow, follow, follow, follow on, 

Follow on, follow, follow, follow, follow, follow 
on, 

Follow on, on, follow on, on, follow on, follow 
on, on. 

2. We dart like the deer from the fleet greyhound 

dashing. 
As swift o'er the motionless waters we glide ; 



• Sinf M Tlien on, foUo v on, fbUow,*' ke^ in pfaMt of tto ** la, U V* in leooud 
ttfcrcneo. 
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O'er the frost -enchained current oar glancing 

feet flashing. 
* As light a» Ste foam and aa «lill as its tiie. 
See ! the focks and the hills haste away and 

forsake us, 
How swiftly the trees and the shore glide 

behind; 
On^ on, the glad breezes in vain would o'arttke 

us, 
More glad than the breeze, and more swift 

than the wind. 
Then on, follow on, &c. 



No. 108. SONG FOR THE FOURTH OP JULY. 



TouDf Vocalut, K. 



TMMlist,QO(k 

Vounf MelodiitflOS. 



1 . Thrice hail happy day, that speak'st our Nation's 

glory, 
A voice with thee proclaim " we 're free," 

Thrice hail happy day. 
Our hills and plains no more are trod 
By those who wield oppression's rod, 
We know no tyrant's nod. Hail, hail, happy 
day. 

2. The grave of our fathers, laurels brightly crown 

them, 
They fought and died, that we in pride. 
Might hail freedom's day. 
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Then come, ye sons of freedom's throng, 
And shout their deeds in joyful song : 
May mem'ry cherish long. Then hail, happy 
day. 

3. Oh, where is the land in all the wide creation, 
That beams so bright with freedom's light, 

On this happy day. 
That 's ever sought and ever loved, 
By all of freedom's sons approved, 
And guarded from above. Then hail, happy 
day. 

4. Come, join in our songs, all ye sons of free- 

dom. 
And wide proclaim our nation's fame, 

On this happy day. 
Break forth in joy my native land. 
For 'midst thee dwell a noble band ; [day. 

Thy towers shall ever stand. Then hail, happy, 

5. Thrice hail haj^y day, that speak' st our nation's 

glory, 
A voice with thee proclaims " we 're free," 

Thrice hail, happy day. 
To God our gratefbl songs we '11 bring ; 
And bow to Him as sovereign King ; 
His boundless goodness sing, on this happy day. 
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Na 109. AMERICA, I LOVE THEE STILL. 

■ Toung Melodist, 14. Yotrng Choir, 109. 

1. America, I love thee still ! 

There 's glory in thy name, 
There 's brightness beaming from thy birth, 

And honor from thy fame ; 
There 's beauty in thy naked soil, 

Bespeaking smiles of love ; 
Thy rocks and blooming wilds proclaim, 

Protection from above. 

2. America, I love the« still ! 

Beneath thy valleys, rest 
The pilgrims of a tyrant's power — 

Bright emblems of the blest ; 
And round them, clothed in silence, lie 

The mouldering patriots' fame. 
Embalmed in sacred memory's fire, 

Immortal honors claim. 

3. America, I love thee still ! 

Thou art my native land ; 
Thy joys, so pure, can ne'er be found 

Upon a foreign strand. 
Though pleasure's path and fortune's smiles 

In other climes seem fair. 
The brightest of their hopes and joys, 

Can nought with thee compare. 
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4. America, I love thee still ! 

Resplendent glories gleam 
Through all thy deeds ; — the sacred light 

Shall ever be my theme. 
Pure from the realms of Victory's sky, 

The crown was given to thee : 
Midst starry lights eternal stands 

The orb of liberty. 



No. 110. ' MY COUNTRY. 



yoMUit»9B. 



1. There is a tract of earth, 

Bedecked with Beauty's charms, 
Replete with virtuous worth. 
And free from rude alarms ; 
A land where Freedom's tribes are dwelling,- 
A land where streams of light are swelling ; 
II: Where haughty wealth and titled pride, 
And sov'reign clans, do not reside;— :|| 

2. A land of vig'rous youth. 

Of wide and rich domain,— 
A land of moral truth. 
And blest with Glory's reign ;— 
A land where patriot hearts are glowing,— 
A land on which high Heaven 's bestowing 
II: His choicest gifts, His sov'reign might, 
To save its good from evil's blight. :ll 
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3. It is a land of fame ; 

Its noble deeds are known 
With hig^h and honored name, 
Where'er the sun has shone ; 
Its canvass lights the face of ocean, 
Its power defies the world's commotion ; 
II: And yet it is a land of peace, 
Where quiet dwells, and love, and bliss. :il 



Na 111. DEAR LAIH) OF MY BIRTH. 

T<KmffVocalkt,64. Itt Melodtoii, 51 

1 . 0, sweet is my dear native valley to me, 
Which in childhood I'left, a poor wand'rer to be ; 
0, sad was my heart as I bade it farewell, 
And caught the last glimpse through the tears 

as they fell ! 
Long time have I roamed all alone thro' the 

earth, 
But ne'er could forget thee, dear land of my 

birth. 

2. How oft, when in slumber my eyelids I close, 
I dream of that valley, those mountains, and 

snows ; 
And I think that I hear the wild torrent above, 
Or list to the song ft*om the lips that I love : 
How it soothes me, that song ; — as I roam thro' 

the earth, 
Can I ever forget the», desr land of my birth? 
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3. Ah! soon shall I see that sweet valley once 

more, 
When my travels are ended, my wanderings are 

o'er, — 
Ah ! soon shall I dwell in my blest cottage home, 
And leave it no more, thro' the wide earth to 

roam, 
But draw my last breath in that calm spot of 

earth. 
My own native valley — dear land of my birth ! 



Na 112. LAND OF OUR FATHERS. 

loanjf Itdodist, 93. Young Vocalist, 92. 1st Melodeon, 66. 

l.Land of our fathers ! wheresoever we roam. 
Land of our birth ! to us thou still art home. 
Peace and prosperity on thy sons attend, 
And to posterity their influence descend. 
All, then, inviting, hearts and voices joining, 
Sing we in harmony, our native land — 

II: Our native land— our native land. :|I 

2. Tho' other climes may brighter hopes fulfil, 
Land of our fathers ! we love thee still. 
Heaven shield our happy home from each hostile 

band; 
Freedom and plenty crown our native land. 
Thus, then, uniting, hearts and voices joining, 
Sing we in harmony, our native land — 

II: Our native land— our native land. :|| 
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No. 118. HAIL TO TflEE MY NATIVE LAND. 

L. Hail to thee my native knd, 

Crown'd by noble towering moimtainB, 
Bweetiy spread thy Terdant vales. 

Fed by gushing chrystal fonntasns, 
Ftevk from Heavens' ereatra^ band^ 
Hail to thee my native land. 

2. Lingering, Spring too late may stay, 

Winter early nip thy blossoms ; 
Frost may chain thy flowing streams, 

Snow may veil thy frozen bosom ; 
Yet, wilt thou our love conamand, 
Hail to thee my native land . 

3. Other climes may boast their vines, 

Cloudless skies and lordly towers; 
Men of honor, sense and worth, 

Women chaste and true, are ours. 
Blessed by Heaven's protecting hand, 
Hail to thee, my native land. 

4. BhooM the foes of eqnal laws 

Dare, with impious tongues, offend thee, 
£aoh true patriot strong will rise> 

Each heroic arm defend thed ; 
Life and fortnne, heart and hand, 
iHere we pledge thee, native land. 
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Na 114. OUR FATHER LAND. 

Young Melodiit, 109» 

l.Our father land ! who names the name 
Of father land without a tear ? 

The voice of love, the voice of fame, 
The voice of all we hold most dear-~ 

Tell us to love our father land, 

Tell us to love our father land. 

2. Th' aspiring hills that look on heaven, 

The streams that wander to the sea, 
The song of birds at morn, at ev^n, 

The forest's choral ministrelsy— 
Tell UB to love our father land. 
Tell us to love our father land. 

3. Whose is the heart that will not beat 

More proudly on the ocean wave. 
Nor feel his life's blood back retreat 

Into its mystic crimson cave, 
As thinks he of his father land, 
As thinks he of his father land ? 



No. 116. THE CHILD'S FIRST GRIEF. 

Juvenile Choir, 140. 

1.0 call my brother back to me, 
I cannot play alone ; 
The summer comes with flower and bee. 
Where is my brother gone ? 
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The butterfly is glancing bright 

Across the sun-beam's track, 
I care not now to trace its flight ; 

O call my brother back. 

2. He would not hear thy voice, fair child, 

He may not come to thee ; 
The face thjjit once like spring-time smiled, 

On earth no more thou 'It see. 
A rose's brief, bright life of joy, 

Such unto him was given ; 
Go— thou must play alone, my boy. 

Thy brother is in heaven. 

3. And has he left his birds and flowers ? 
And must I call in vain? 

And through the long, long summer hours, 

Will he not come again ? 
And by the brook, and in the glade. 

Are all our wanderings o'er? 
O, while my brother with me played. 

Would I had loved him more ! 



No. 116. SWEET SPRING OF THE VALLEY. 

WORDS BY J. A. SHKA. 

Young Voc«lift« 46* 

1. Sweet spring of the valley refreshing and pure, 
That keepeth the empire of reason secure ; 
That gushed to the wand of the Prophet of 

God, 
And flowed where the people of Paradise trod ; 
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With beauty and mystery thou dost sustain, 
The flowers of the mead and the fleets of the 

main ; 
Here, gliding in brightness and beauty and song, 
There, rolling in fathomless darkness along. 

2. In tropical bow'rs where the heav'ns are all fire, 
How sweet to my own shady vale to retire ; 
To quaff the pure goblet with luxury filled. 
With crystaline nectar by nature distilled. 

No vile fascination of poison to win 

The mind unto madness, the soul unto sin ; 

But the stream which the rocks from eternity 

yield, 
To the birds of the air and the flocks of the field. 

3. By the spell of thy presence, the storms and the 

strife. 
Are far, far removed from the pathways of life ; 
In the home where thou 'rt welcome no demon 

hath power, 
For the household divinities hallow each hour. 
Flow on in thy beauty, so stainless and free, 
^Mid thy margin of flowers till thou reachest the 

sea; 
And may the calm scenes which thou leavest 

behind. 
By thy spell be as blest with the flowers of the 

mind. 



11» 
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Ko. Ill DTOITEMENT TO SINGINO. 

MosImI Oemi, 81. SebxxA Bingtr, 41. 

l.Wake and sing, J?^*«;«'j,ingj 

Virtue's sons should ever 
Happy, happy be ; 

Nought should them dissever 
From their merry glee. 

Heaven itself, with kindest pleasure, 
Lists to hear our joyful measure. 
Wake and sing, &c. 

2. Dear this place, sweet this day ; 

Hail, ye smiles of being, 
Tinged with golden light. 

Clouds of Sorrow fieeing ! 
Leave our sunbeams bright. 

Wake and sing, J£«;«'j sing; 

Sing, sing, a day is near us, 
When eternal joy shall cheer us. 
Wake and sing, &c. 

3. Wake and sing, ^[°«^';««.} sing; 

Ever let us cherish 
Deeds of love and truth ; 

So, when time shall perish. 
Fresh shall be our youth. 
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Wake «id sing, J-^^-'jsu.g; 

Heaven with watchfctl care ehali guard us, 
HeaveiL with honadlBSs f^odd reward vm^ 
Wake smd fling, ice. 



I 



ITo. lia BRIGHT WATER. 

roai«lieIiiAi«t,»t. CwMdkflhoi^U4 

1. Bright water for me^ bright water for me; 
Leave wine to the tremuioue delbaMChee :^ 
It cooleth the brow, it fire«heiM3 the braitt ; 
It maketh the faiat heart iBtramig again ; 
To the days of the aged it addeth length, 
To the might of the strong it addeth strength ; 
It oomes o^er the sease like a h^eesoQ from the 

sea, 
AU Croshoefls, !ik« infant purity. 

5. Then fill to the brim, fill, fill, to the brim— 
Let the flowing crystal kies the rim : 
My hand is steady, my -eye is true ; 
For f, like the flowers, drink nought but dew. 
O water, bright water ^« a mine of wealth. 
And the ores that it yield eth are vigor and health ; 
It freshens the heart, it brightens the sight ; 
^ is like qmafiing a goblet of morning light. 

3. Whiea «ver tile hills like a gladsome bridle, 
Morning walks forth in her beauty's pride, 
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And leading a band of laughing hourS; 

She brushes the dew from the nodding flowers ; 

Cheerily then ray voice is heard. 

Mingling with that of the soaring bird, 

Who flingeth abroad his matins loud. 

And freshens his wing in the cold grey cloud. 

4. When Evening has quitted her sheltering yew, 
And drowsily flying, she weaveth anew 
Her sheltering meshes o'er land and sea, 
How gently, Sleep, falls thy hand on me; 
For I drink cold water, pure and bright, 
And my dreams are of heaven, the livelong night : 
So water, still I 'II drink but thee, 
Thou parent of health and energy. 

((X)DA.) 

Then hurrah for bright water I hurrah I hurrah ! 
Thou art silver and gold, thou art ribbon and 
star! 
j|: Hurrah for bright water ! hurrah f hurrah I :[| 



No. 119. THE TWIN ROSES. 

l.On one parent stock two white roses were 
growing. 
From buds just expanding, and lovely to view : 
Together they bloomed, with the same sun- 
beams glowing, 
And anointed at night with the samo bafmy 
dew. 
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A spoiler beheld the fair twins, and, unsparing, 

Plucked one from its stalk, like a gay victim 

dress'd ', 

Then left its companion, his prize proudly 

bearing. 

To blush for an hour, ere it died on his breast. 

2. But, ah ! for the widow'd one ; — shrivelPd and 
yellow, 
Its bright silver leaves lost their delicate hue ; 
It sickened in thought, pin'd to death for its 
fellow. 
Rejected the sunbeam, and shrank from the 
dew. 
Then where, ruthless spoiler, ah, where is thy 
glory ? 
Two flowers strewn in dust, that might sweetly 
have bloom'd ; 
A tomb is the triumph which tells thy proud 
story, 
Where Beauty and Love are untimely con- 
sumed. 



No. 120. THE SKYLARK. 

School Singer^ 74. 2d vol. Melodeon^SOO. 

l.How sweet is the song of the lark, when she 
springs 
To welcome the morning, with joy on her wings; 
The higher she rises, the sweeter she sings. 
And she sings when we see her no more ; • 
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When storms and durk clouds T6tl the sun from 

our sight, 
She has mounted above them, she shines in the 

light: 
Thus far from the scenes that disturb and affright, 
She loves her gay music to pour. 

2. 'T is thus with the Christian — ^his willing soul 
flies, 
To welcome the day-spring that streams from 

the skies ; 
He is drawn by its glorious effulgence, to rise 

To the region from whence it is given ; 
He sings on his way from this cloud-covered spot : 
Tlie quicker his progress, the sweeter his note ; 
When we hear him no longer, the song ceases 
not — 
It blends with the chorus of heaven. 



No 121. LIFE'S JOURNEY AND PLEASURES. 

FiZBt Mdodeon, 4T. ' School Singer, 18S. 

1. Sweet is life's treasure ; 
Dea^r is our blest abode ; 
Many a pleasure 
Smiles on our road. 
The suckling on its mother's breast, 
With purest, sweetest joy is blest \ 
The smile that on its visage plays. 
Its happy heart betrays. 

(D. C. ftnt fottt UnM.) 
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2. Sweet, kc. 

The age of childhood, fDled with glee, 
Bids ev^ry darksome sorrow flee ; 
For butterflies, in nimble chase. 
Hies many a hap]^y day. 

3. Sweet, &c. 

The youth, along its rosy road. 
Delights in dreams of future good, 
And hastes to catch the valued prize, 
Which glitters in his eyes. 

4. Sweet, &c. 

Domestic joys, in riper age. 
Our hardest days of toil engage. 
And kindly bear our life along, 
With many a cheerful song. 

5. Sweet, &c. 

And when those faded years have come, 
In which oar life has lost its bloom, 
We still enjoy, by Memory's light. 
Those years when all was bright. 

6. Sweet, &c. 

In ev^ry age and ev'ry place. 
The great Creator's hand displays 
A thousand sweets to bless our lot, 
And cheer the humblest cot. 

7. Sweet, ko. 

0, let us wisely, every day. 
Rejoice in all things while we may. 
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Aiid loud to earth's benignant King, 
Our thankful praises sing. 
Sweet, &c. 



No. 122. MUSIC OP NATURE. 

School Singer, 03. 

1. There's music in the midnight breeze, 

There 's music in the morn, 
The day beam and the gentle eve, 
II : Sweet sounds have ever borne j : j| 
The day beam and the gentle eve, 

Sweet sounds have ever borne ; 
The valley hath its welcome notes, 

The grove its tuneful throng, 
And ocean's mighty caverns teem, 
' With Nature's endless song. 
There 's music in the midnight breeze, &c. 

2. The winds that sweep the mountain top, 

Their joyous echoes bear ; 
Young zephyrs on the streamlet play. 

And make sweet music there. 
With rustling sound the forest leaves 

Bend to the passing breeze ; 
And pleasant in the busy hum 

Of flower-sucking bees. 
The winds that sweep, &c. 
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3. The heart too has its thrilling chords, 

Afd feeling is the fount, 
From which inspiring melodies 

To lieair^ii, in gladness mount. 
Why Nature's music ? hut that maa 

May join the myriad throng, 
Of all her glorious works in one 

Harmonious burst of soag. 
There 's wusiio in the midnight bieeze, Ace. 



ITa 12«. THE SAHiOR BOY. 

8«k(MirafBr,183. 

1. Sailor boy ! sailor boy ! peaceful be thy pillow, 

O'er your wreck'd vessel though thuadeNbolts 
toll; 
Wild tho' the ocean roar, loud the winds bellow, 

Calm be your bosom, pure be your soul. 
Hushaby ! hushaby 1 poor sailor boy, 
Let not the tempest your slumber destroy, 
No terrors of conscience your bosom annoy j 
Then, hushaby 1 hushaby ! poor sailor bojr. 

Hushaby ! hushaby 1 poor sailor boy ; 

Hushaby ! hushaby ! poor sailor boy* 

2. Sailor boy! sailor boy! danger though despising, 

Trust ye in the arm that alone can protect ; 
Thou shalt be safe on the mountain- wave rising, 
God be thy pilot, He will direct- 
Hushaby! hushaby! tie. 

12 
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Na 124. SPARKLIirO AND BRIGHT. 

Mtodk Siager, 192. Toqdk Yoediit, tt. 

1 . Sparkling and bright, in its liquid light, 

Is the water in our glasses ; 
'T will give you health, 'twill give yon wealth. 

Ye lads and rosy lasses. 
0, then resign your ruby wine, 

Each smiling son and daughter; 
There 's nothing so good for the youthful blood, 

Or sweet, as the sparkling water. 
0, then resign your ruby wine. 

Each smiling son and daughter ; 
There 's nothing so good for the youthful blood. 

Or sweet, as the sparkling water. 

2. Better than gold is the water cold, 

From the crystal fountain flowing ; 
A calm delight, both day and night, 
To happy homes bestowing. 
O, then resign, &c. 

3. Sorrow has fled from the heart that bled, 

Of the weeping wife and mother ; 
They 've given up the poison'd cup, 
Son, husband, daughter, brother. 
0, then resign, &c. 
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No. 126. THE OLD OAKEN BUCKET. 

CHleon, 68. School Singer, 90. lit toL SooUJ ChoiTi 5S. 

l.How dear to this heart are the scenes of my 
childhood, 
When fond recollection presents them to view ! 
The orchard, the meadow, the deep-tangled 
wild wood, 
And ev'ry lovM spot which my infancy knew ; 
The wide- spreading pond, and the mill which 
stood by it j 
The bridge, and the rock where the cataract 
fell; 
The cot of my fathers, the dairy-house nigh it, 
And e'en the rude bucket which hung in the 
well. 
The old oaken bucket. 
The iron-bound bucket, 
The moss-covered bucket. 
Which hung in the well, 

2. That moss-covered vessel I hail as a treasure ; 
For often, at noon, when -returned from the 
field, 
I found it the source of an exquisite pleasure, 
The purest and sweetest that Nature can 
yield : 
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How ardent I seized it, with hands that were 
glowing, 
And quick to the white pebbled bottom it 
feU; 
Then soon, with the emblem of truth over- 
flowing, 
And dripping with coldness, it rose from the 
well. 
The old oaken bucket, 
The iron-bound bucket, 
The moss-covered bucket, 
Arose from the WelL 

3. How sweet from the green mossy brim to 
receive it. 
As, poised on the curb, it inclined to my lips ! 
Not a full blushing goblet could tempt me to 
leave it, 
Tho' filled with the nectar that Jupiter sips } 
And now, far removed from the home of my 
childhood, 
The tear of regret will intrusively swell. 
As fancy reverts to the mead and the wild wood, 
And sighs for the bucket that hung in the well — 
The old oaken bucket. 
The iron-bound bucket, 
The moss-covered bucket, 
That hung in the well. 
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No. 126. EVENING PARTING HYMN. 

JoTenOe Choir, TX. Touny Choir, m. 

1. Bright be our parting, where brightly we met ; 
Voices of music are echoing yet ; 

Tones that we love to hear 
Swell on the listening ear, 
Hark ! now, in accents clear, 
Singing good night ; 
Good night, good night, and joy surround you ; 
Good night, good night : 
The lingering tone that Mem'ry loves, 
Thro' your dreams in peace be stealing, 
All its joys in life revealing, 

Thro' each field where fancy roves — 
Good night, a warm good night — 

Thro' each field where fancy roves — 
Good night, a warm good night — 
Good night, good night, and joy surround you ; 
Good night, good night. 
The lingering tone that Mem'ry loves; 
Good night, good night. 

2. Swift speed the moments of meeting with you, 
Hours that enjoyment has tinged as they flew ; 

Bright as still waters lie, 
When each fair star on high 
Beads from the quiet sky, 
Looking good night ; 

" 12* 
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Good night, good night — ^brief be our parting- 
Good night, good night — the echoing fall of 

Music's strain, 
Breathe around her sweetest numbers, 
Through your soft and gentle slumbers, 

Till in peace we meet again. 
Good night — once more, good night. 



No. 127. GRAND STREET. 

TooikK Choir, 83. School Siof^er, 159. {Usbridge.) Toaagyoodist,4 

1 . Assembled in our school once more, 
Lord, thy blessing we implore ; 
We meet to read, and sing, and pray; 
Be with us, then, through this thy day. 

2. Lord our God, be pleased to bless 
And crown our studies with success ; 
In our dark minds thy truth instil, 
That we may know and do thy will. 

3. Our fervent prayer to thee ascends. 
For parents, teachers, foes and friends ; 
And when we in thy house appear, 
Help us to worship in thy fear, 

4. When we on earth shall meet no more, 
May we above to glory soar, 
And praise thee in more lofty strains, 
Where one eternal Sabbath reigna. 
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Na 128. FATHER, WHATFER OP EARTHLY 
BLISS. 

CaimiiM Bftcn, 89. (CM.) Young Choir, 43. Harp of DaridjlM. 

1. Father, whatever of earthly bliss 

Thy sov'reign will denies, 
Accepted at thy throne, let this 
My humble prayer arise. 

2. Give me a calm and thankful heart, 

From every murmur free ; 
The blessings of thy grace impart, 
And make me live to thee. 

3. Let the sweet hope that thou art mine. 

My life and death attend ; 
Thy presence through my journey shine, 
And crown my journey's end. 



No. 129. 0, THAT THE LORD WOULD TEACH 

MY TONGUE. (c if.) 

School Singer, 179. Young Choir, 47. JuvenUe Choir, 163. (Chant.) 

1.0, that the Lord would teach my tongue 
The heav'nly | song to | raise ; 
0, that the Lord my heart would fill 
With I love, and | joy, and | praise. 

2. 0, that the Lord my steps would guide 
In paths of | righteous | ness ; 
, that the Lord my lips would teach 
His I ways and | works to | bless ! 
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3. 0, tlxat the Lord would give me faith, 
The blessed | Christ to | see ; 
0, that He now would give me grace, 
That I I to I Him may | flee. 

4. 0, that the Lord would make me know' 
The riches | of His f grace ; 
Then should I live, and please Him too, 
And, I dying, | see His | face. 



No. 180. TSE LORD'S PRAYER. (a. il) 

BY L. H. 8»»«***»*. 

ToanKChokvl4. Sdiool Singer, m. (BUwer Strut.) 

1 . Our Father and our God, 

All hallowed be thy name ; 
Thy kingdom come, thy will be done. 
In earth and heaven the same. . 

2. Give us, from day to day, 

With thanks to eat our bread ; 
And with thy manna let our souls 
Forevermore be fed. 

S. Our shameful, vile neglects 
Of thy just claims forgive ; 
And let thy mercy fill our hearts 
With love to all that live. 

4. Save in the Tempters hoar, 
And guard us from on higk ; 
For thine the kingdom is, and power. 
And glory. Lord, for aye. 
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No. 181. TEACH US TO PRAT. (s. m.) 

Tonof Choir, 64. School Singer, 165. [SUver Strmt.) 

1. Lord, teach us how to pray, 
And give us hearts to ask, 

Or all we seek, or think, or say, 
Will prove a tiresome task. 

2. Teach us for what to pray, 
For thou alone art wise, 

And often what we blindly urge, 
Thy mercy, Lord, denies. 

3. Lord, teach us so to pray, 
That murmuring be unknown ; 

That whatsoe'er thy grace decrees. 
Thy will may be our own. 

4. Thy holy Spirit send. 
Our bosoms to inspire ; 

Then shall our praise to thee ascend, 
With pure and warm desire. 



Ko. 182. HTBIK BEFORE PRAYERS. (s. m.) 

Ywaf Choir, fl. Sdhoel SHifer, 166. 

1. Lord, help ms, as we pray. 
To come with hearts sincere, 
And, as we rise in wisdom's way, 
To leek thy blessing here. 
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2. Lord, help us, as we sing, 

To mean the words we use, 
And not to mock our heavenly King, 
And all His love abuse. 

3. Lord, help us, as we hear. 

To treasure up thy word. 
And not to-morrow to appear 
As if it were unheard. 

4. 0, let me never dare 

To act the trifler's part, 
Or think that God will hear a prayer 
That comes not from the heart. 

5. Lord, help us, while we live, 

Thy servants to abide j 
The aid of thy good Spirit give ; 
In mercy be our guide. 

6. Lord, help us, when we die, 

To reach yon heavenly shore. 
That we, with angel hosts on high. 
May praise Thee evermore. 



No. 133. PRAYER FOR CHRISTIAN GRACES. (8.11.) 

School Singer, 166. Yoimg Choir, 74. 

1 . Jesus, my strength, my hope, 
On thee I cast my care. 
With humble confidence look up. 
And know thou hear'st my prayer. 
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2. Give me on thee to wait, 
Till I can all things do; 
On thee, almighty to create, 
Almighty to renew. 

3. 1 want a sober mind, 
A self-renouncing will, 
Thit tramples down and casts behind 
The baits of pleasing ill ; 

4. A soul inured to pain, 

To hardship, grief, and loss, 
Ready to take up and sustain 
The consecrated cross. 

5. 1 want a godly fear, 

A quick discerning eye, 
That looks to thee when sin is near, 
And sees the tempter fly ; 

7. A spirit still prepared, 

And arm'd with jealous care, 
Forever standing on its guard. 
And watching unto prayer. 

7. 1 want a heart to pray, 

To pray, and never cease, 
Never to murmur at thy stay. 
Or wish my suflferings less. 

8. This blessing, above all. 

Always to pray, I want ; 
Out of th6 deep on thee to call, 
And never, never faint. 
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9. 1 want a true legaid, 
A mngle, steady aim, 
Unmoved by threatening or rewaidy 
To thee and thy gieat vmaae f 

10. A jealous, just ooncem 

For thine inuncMrtcU praise } 
A pure desire that all may leara. 
And glorify thy grace. 

11. 1 rest upon thy word| 

The promise is for me ; 
My succor and salvation^ Lord, 
Shall surely come 0:om thee. 

12. But let me still abide, 

Nor from my hope lemove, 
Till thou my patient spiiit guide 
Into thy perfect love. 



Na 184. PRATEB. (e. m.) 

ToaafCkoir.A fMNlStogi%H». («K<*r.) T#iw Towlkt, ». 

1. Player is the aouFs sincei?e desire. 
Uttered or unexpressed ^ 
The motion of a hidden §»9j 
That tren^cs in the breasts 

t, Plrayer is the burden of a tig^f 
The falling of a tear^ 
The upward glancing of an eye. 
When none but God is near* 
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3. Prayer 19 the aimpletst fonn of speech 

That infant lipa can try ; 
Prayer the sublimest strains that reach 
The majesty on high. 

4. Prayer is the Christian's vital breath, 

The Christian's native air, 
The watchword at the gates of death — 
He enters heaven with prayer. 

5. Prayer is the contrite sinner's voice, 

Returning from his ways, 
While angels in their songs rejoice, 
And cry, " Behold, he prays." 

6. thou by whom we come to God, 
The life, the truth, the way, 
The path of prayer thyself hast trod ; 
Lord, teach us how to pray ! 



No. 186. THE' HOUR OF PRAYER. 

Jwrenile Choir, 143. lit roLmngfieyH So«ial Chol^ «i. 

1. Child, amid the flowers at play, 
While the 'red light fades away ; 
Mother, with thine earnest eye, 
Ever following silently ; 
Father, by the breeze of eve, 
Called thy harvest work to leave ; 
Pray, ere yet the dark hours be, 
Lift the heart and bend the knee. 
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2. Traveler, in the stranger land, 

Far from thine own household band ; 
Mourner, haunted by the tone 
Of a voice from this world gone ; 
Captive, in whose narrow cell 
Sunshine hath not leave to dwell ; 
Sailor, on the darkening sea ; 
Lift the heart and bend the knee. 

3. Warrior, that from battle won, 
Breathless now at set of sun ; 
Woman, o'er the lovely slain 
Weeping on his burial plain ; 
Ye that triumph, ye that sigh, 
Kindred by one holy tie ; 
Heaven's first star alike ye see, — 
Lift the heart and bend the knee. 



No. 136. 

School Singer, 168. 



VESPER. 

Toung Choir, 13. 



Toung VooalJst, 141. 



1 . Guide me, thou great Jehovah ! 

Pilgrim through this barren land ] 
h am weak, but thou art mighty ; 

Hold me with thy powerful hand : 
Bread of heaven, Bread of heaven, 
Feed me till I want no more. 
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2. Open thou the crystal fountain, 

Whence the healing streams do flow ; 
Let the fiery, cloudy pillar 

Lead me all my journey through : 
' Strong deliverer, 

Be thou still my strength and shield. 

3. When I tread the verge of Jordan, 

Bid my anxious fears subside ; 
Friend of sinners, man's redemption ! 

Laiid me safe on Canaan's side : 
Songs of praises 
I will ever give to thee. 



No. 187. THE SPACIOUS FIRMAMENT ON HIGH. 

{Old Bundred.) School Singer, 158. Toung Choir. 88. 

1. The spacious firmament on high. 
With all the blue ethereal sky. 

And spangled heavens, a shining frame, 
Their great Original proclaim. 

2. Th' unwearied sun from day to day. 
Does his Creator's pow'r display. 
And publishes to every land, 

The work of an Almighty hand. 

3. Soon as the evening shades prevail, , 
The moon takes up the wondrous tale; 
And, nightly, to the listening earth, 
Repeats the story of her birth. 
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4. Whilst all the stars that round her bum, 
And all the planets in their turn, 
Confirm their tidings as they roll, 

And spread the truth from pole to pole. 

5. What though in solemn silence all, 
Move round this dark terrestrial ball ; 
What though no real voice nor sound, 
Amidst their radiant orbs be found : 

6. In Reason's ear they all rejoice. 
And utter forth a glorious'voice ; 
For ever singing as they shine, 
" The hand that made us is divine.'' 



Ko. 138. THOU ART MY PORTION, O MY GOD. 

School Singer, 19i. JaTcnUe Choir, lAL 

1 . Thou art my portion, my God, 
Soon as I | know thy | way. 
My heart makes haste t^ obey thy word, 
And suffers | no de | lay. 

2. 1 choose the path of heavenly truth, 
And glory | in my | choice ', 
Not all the riches of the earth, 
Could make me | so re | joice. 

3. The testimonies of thy grace, 
I set be I fore mine | eyes ; 
Thence I derive my daily strength. 
And there my | comfort | lies. 
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4 If once I waader from thy path, 
I think up I on my I ways ; 
Then turn my feet to thy commands^ 
And trust thy | pardoning | grace. 

5. Now I am thine, forever thine, 

save thy | servant, | Lord ! 
Thou art my shield, my hiding-place. 
My hope is | in thy | word. 

6. Thou hast inclined this heart of mine, 

Thy statutes | to ful | fil ; 
And thus till mortal life shall end. 
Would I per | form thy | will. 



Ko. 139. OLD HUNDRED. 

Toong Choir, 8S. School Singer, 158. 

1. From all that dwell below the skies. 
Let the Creator's praise arise ; 

Let the Redeemer's name be sung, 
Through every land, by every tongue. 

2. Eternal are thy mercies. Lord, 
£temal truth attends thy word ; 

Thy name shall sound from shore to shore. 
Till BOBS i^iaii rise and set no more. 
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Na liO. GOD IS GOOD. 

YooBK If dodict, 40. 

1. Morn amid the mountains ! 

Lovely solitude ; 
Gushing streams and fountaina 
. Murmur, " God is ^ood!" 

God is good ! God is good ! 

2. Now the glad sun breaking, 

Pours a golden flood ; 
Deepest vales awaking 
Echo, " God is good ! God is good !" 

3. Hymns of praise are ringing. 

Through the lofty wood, >• 

Songsters sweetly singing. 
Warble, " God is good ! God is good !" 

4. Wake and join the chorus, 

Man with soul endued ; 
He whose smile is o'er us, 

God, " God is good ! God is good !" 



No. 141. SOFT BE THE GENTLY BREATHING 

NOTES. (L. M.) 

, School Singer, 188. 1st vol. Sockl Choir, 114. 

1 . Soft be the gently breathing notes, 
That sing the Saviour's dying love ; 
Soft as the evening zephyr floats, 
Soft as the tuneful lyres above; 
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Soft as the ihorning dews descend, 
While sweet the lark exulting soars; 

So soil to your Almighty friend, 
Be every sigh your bosom pours. 

2. Pure as the sun^s enlivening ray, 

That scatters life and joy abroad ; 
Pure as the lucid car of day, 

That wide proclaims its maker God ; 
True as the magnet to the pole. 

So true let your contrition be. 
So true let all your sorrows roll, 

To Him who bled upon the tree. 



No. 142. WAKE THE SONG. 



1. Wake the song of jubilee, 
Let it echo o'er the sea ; 

Now is come the promisM hour, 
Jesus reigns with sovereign power. 
Wake the song, &c. 

2. All ye nations, join and sing, 
Christ, of lords and kings, is King; 
Let it sound from shore to shore, 
Jesus reigns forevermore. 

Wake the song, &c. 

3. Now the desert lands rejoice. 
And the islands join their voice ; , 
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Yea, the whole ereation sings, 
Jestts is the King of kings. 
Wake the song, &e. 



No 14«. THBRB "S WOTHIKG TRUE BITT 
HEAVEN. 

lit Mdodeon, U4. ShMt Huik, (O. Shaw.) 

II: 1 . This world is all a fleeting show, for man's 
illusion given ; :|I 
The smiles of joy, the tears of wo, 
Deceitful shine, deceitful flow, — 
II: There 's nothing true but Heaven. :|i 

II: 2. And false the light on Glory's plume as 
fading hues of even ; :|] 
And love, and hope, ajid Beauty's bloom, 
Are blossoms gathered for the tomb, — 
||: There 's nothing bright but Heaven. :|| 

II: 3. Poor .wanderers of a stormy day, from wave 
to wave we 're driv'n ; :I| 
And Fancy's flash, and Reason's ray, 
Serve but to light the troubled way,— 
H: There 's nothing calm but Heaven. :|| ' 
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No. 144. GOD'S OMNISCIENCE. (l. m.) 

Toanf Choir, 88. 8«he(d Singer, 1S8. {014 Bundrtd.) 

1. Lord, thon hast search'd ai^d seen me thro ; 
Thine eye commands, with piercing view, 
My rising and my resting hours : 

My heart and flesh, with all their powers ; 

2. My thoughts, before they are my own. 
Are to my God distinctly known : 

He knows the words I mean to speak. 
Ere from my op'ning lips they break. 

3. Within thy circling pow'r I stand, 
On every side I find thy hand : 
Awake, asleep, at home, abroad, 

I am surrounded still with God. 

4. 0, may these thoughts possess my breast, 
Wh©re-ef I rove, wherever I rest \ 
Nor let my weaker passions dare 
Consent to sin, for God is tnere ! 



Na 145. YOUTHFUL PIETY. (o.M.) 

TooBf Choir, 60. School Siniper, 179. Todng Voetlfat, 19i. 

l.How shall the young secure their haarts, 
And guard their lives from sin ? 
Thy word the choicest rules imparts. 
To keep the cooacience dean. 
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2. When once it enters to thetmind, 

It spreads such light abroad, 
The meanest souls instruction find, 
And raise their thoughts to God. 

3. 'T is like the sun, a heav'nly light, 

That guides us all the day ; 
And through the dangers of the night, 
A lamp to lead our Way. 

4. Thy word is everlasting truth ; 

How pure^ is every page ! 
That holy book shall guide our youth. 
And well support our age. 



No. 146. SWEET DAY. 

School Singer, 71 . Toanff Vcoslut, 109. 

1. Sweet day! so cool, so calm, so bright, 

Bridal of earth and sky ! 
The dew shall weep thy fall to-night, • 

For thou, alas ! must die ; 
The dew shall weep thy fall to-night. 

For thou, alas ! must die. 

2. Sweet rose ! in air whose odors wave, 

And color charms the eye, 

Thy root is even in its grave. 

And thou, alas ! must die. 
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3. Sweet Spring ! of days and roses made, 

.Whose charms for beauty vie ', 
Thy days depart, thy roses fade— 
Thou too, alas ! must die. 

4. Only a sweet and holy soul 
* Hath tints that never fly ; 

While flowers decay, and seasons roll. 
This lives, and cannot die. 



No. 147. AUTUMN. (S's and Tb. m.) 

Toaog Voealiit, 177. Jarenfle Choir, 194. Sohodl Singer, 19T. 

1. See the leaves around us falling, 

Dry and withered, to the ground ; 
Thus to thoughtless mortals calling. 
In a sad and solemn sound : 

2. " Youth, on length of days presuming. 

Who the paths of pleasure tread. 
View us, late in beauty blooming. 
Numbered now among the dead ! 

3. " What though yet no losses grieve you, 

Gay with health and many a grace ? 
Let not cloudless skies deceive you ; 
Summer gives to Autumn place." 

4. On the tree of life eternal, 

Let our highest hopes be stayed ; 
This alone, forever vernal. 
Bears a leaf that shall not £Bido. 
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No. 148. THUS SPEAKS THE HIGH AND 

LOFTY ONE. (a il) 



Chonlkt, 199. (Umd.) 
(BattU-itrtet.) Carmin* Sson, 101. 



Hui^ of Divid, KM. (WiUVm.) 
Tounf Choir, 68. 



1. Thus speaks the High and Lofty One: 

My throne is fixed on high ; 
There, through eternity, I hear 
The praises of the sky. 

2. Yet, looking down, I visit oft 

The humble, hallowed cell, 
And with the penitent who mourn, 
'T is my delight to dwell. 

3. My presence heals the wounded heart, 

The sad in spirit cheers ; 
My presence from the bed of dust 
The contrite sinner rears. 

4. 1 dwell with all my humble saints, 
While they on earth remain ; 
And they, exalted, dwejl with me, 
With me forever reign. 



No. 149. JESUS, AND SHALL IT EVER BE ? (l. m.) 

Toons Vocalist, lQ9k Tounic Chmr, 47. 

tkhoA Singer, Ml. Jav4nSki Ckoir, 6-i. 

1 . Jesus, and shall it ever be, 
A mortal man, asham'd of thee !-^ 
Asham'd of thae, whom angels praise. 
Whose glories shine through endless days ! 
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2. Asham'd of Jesus ! 0, as soon 

Let Morning blnsh to own the sun ! 
He shed the beams of light divine 
O'er this benighted soul of mine. 

3. Asham'd of Jesus ! yes, I may, 
When I 've no guilt to wash away ; 
No tear to wipe, no good to crave, 
No fears to quell, no soul to save. 

4. Asham'd df Jesus ! that dear friend, 
On whom my hopes of heaven depend ! 
No; when I, blush, be this my shame, 
That I no more revere His name. 

5. Asham'd of Jesus ! empty pride ! 
I '11 boast a §aviour crucified ; 
And, ! may this my portion be. 
My Saviour not asham'd of me. 



No. 160. ' ONE THERE IS ABOVE ALL 

OTHERS. (8'fl AND rs.) 

JnTcnile Choir, W. To«uik Choir, M. School Siagtr, 137. 

1. One there is above all others. 

Well deserves the name of Friend ; 
His is love beyond a brother's. 
Costly, free, and knows no end. 

14 
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Which of all our friends, to save us, 
Could or would haire sked his blood? 
^ But the Sariour died to have ua 
Reconciled in Him to God, 

2. When he lired on earth, abased, 

Friend of sinners was his name ; 
Now, above all glory raised, 

He rejoices in the same. 
0, for grace, our hearts to soften ! 

Teach us, Lord, at length to love; 
We, alas ! forget too often 

What a Friend we have above. 



No. 151. REMEMBERINO CHRIST. (o. m.) 

Yoang Choir, 69. Jurenfle Omtf 118. V«ung VoMBit, 190. 

1 . If human kindness meets return, 

And owns the grateful tie ; 
If tender thoughts within us bum, 
To feel a friend is nigh ; 

2. 0, shall not warmer accents tell 

The gratitude we owe, 
To Him who died our fears to quell, 
And save from endless woe^ 

3. While yet His anguished soul survejred 

Those pangs He would not flee. 
What love His latest words displayed t 
*^ Meet and remember me." 
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4. Remember thee, thy death, thy shame, 
The griefs which thou didst bear !* 
0, memory leave no other name 
But His recorded there ! . 



No. 162. GRATITUDE. 

School Sinecir, l6l. Toung Choir, 88. 

Javenile Choir, K2. Young Voeauit, 140. 

1. My God, how endless is thy love ; ' 

Thy gifts are every evening new ; 
And morning mercies from above, 
Gently distil like early dew. 

2. Thou spread'st the curtains of the night, 

Great guardian of my sleeping hours } 
Thy sovereign word restores the light. 
And quickens all my drowsy powers. 

3. 1 yield my powers to thy command ; 
To thee I consecrate my days : 
Perpetaal blessings from thy hand. 
Demand perpetual songs of praise. 



Na 186. MY FATHER'S HOUSE. 

School Singer, 190. 

1. Th^re is a place of waveless rest, 
Far, far beyond the skies, 
Where Beauty smiles eternally. 
And Pleasure never dies, — 
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My Father's house, my heavenly home, 
Where many mansions stand, 

Prepared by hands divine for all, 
Who seek the better land. 

2. When toss'd upon the waves of life. 

With fear on every side ; 
When fiercely howls the gathering storm, 

And foams the angry tide ; 
Beyond the storm, beyond the gloom. 

Breaks forth the light of morn, 
Bright beaming from my Father's house, 

To cheer the soul forlorn. # 

3. Yes, even at that fearful hour. 

When Death shall seize its prey. 
And from the place that knows us now 

Shall hurry us away ; 
The vision of that heavenly home 

Shall cheer that parting soul, 
And o'er it, mounting to the skies, 

A tide of rapture roll. 

4. Tn that pure home of tearless joy. 

Earth's parted friends shall meet. 
With smiles of love that never fade, 

And blessedness complete : 
There, there adieus are sounds unknown ; 

Death frowns not on that .scene ; 
But life and glorious beauty shine. 

Untroubled and serene. 
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No. 164. THE STAR OF BETHLEHEM. 

School Sini^er, 160. lit Mdodeon, 43. 

1. When marshall'd on the nightly plain, 

The glittering host bestud the sky, 
i|: One star alone, of all the train, :|| 
11: Can fix the sinner's wandering eye. :|| 

2. Hark ! hark ! to God the chorus breaks. 

From every host, from every gem ; 
But one alone the Saviour speaks— 
It is the star of Bethlehem. 

3 » Once on the raging seas I rode : 

The storm was loud, the night was dark; 
The ocean yawn'd, and rudely blow'd 
The wind that toss'd my foundering bark. 
• 
4. Deep horror then my vitals froze; 

Death-struck, I ceased the tide to stem ; 
II: When suddenly a star arose — :|| 
It was the star of Bethlehem. 

6. It was my guide, my light, my all : 
It bade my dark forebodings cease ; 
And through the storm and danger's thrall, 
It led me to the port of peace. 

6. Now safely moor'd, my perils o'er, 
I Ml sing first in night's diadem. 
Forever and forevermore. 
The star— the Star of Bethlehem. 
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No. 166. WANDERING STRAHGER. (7'8ARd6's.) 

School Singer, 18S. 

' 1. " Say, whither, wand'ring stranger, 

Ah, whither dost thou roam. 
O'er this wide world a ranger, 

Hast thou no friend, no home ?" 
" Yes, r ve a friend who never 

Is absent from my side, 
And I Ve a home wherever 

In peace I shall abide." 

2. ^'But want and woe have driven 

The roses from my cheek ; 
And garments rent and riven, 

Thy poverty bespeak." 
" P ve food with which the angels 

Would all delighted be ; 
And robes of dazzling brightness 

Are now awaiting me." 

'' Come, then, benign inquirer, 

And join me on my way; 
I 'm journeying to a country, 

Where beams an endless day ; 
Where saints and angels, falling 

Before the great white throne^ 
To you, to me are calling, 

Haste pilgrim, hasten home." 
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Kft. 156. MART TO THE SAVIOUR'S TOMB. 

toABf Choir, It. 

1 . Mary to the Saviour's tomb, 

Hasted at the early dawn; 
Spice she brought, and sweet*perfume, 

But the Lord she lovM had gone ', 
For awhile she lingering stood, 

Fill'd with sorrow and surprise ; 
Trembling, while a crystal flood, 

Issued from her weeping eyes. 

2. But her sorrows quickly fled^ 

When she heard his welcome voice : 
Christ had risen from the dead; 

Now he bids her heaft rejoice ; 
What a change his word can make, 

Turning darkness into day ! 
Ye who weep for Jesus' sake, 

He will wipe your tears away. 



No. 151 SUNSET HYMIT. {Tt and •'s.o.m.) 

TooBf Voealict, 198. 

1. 'Bhe mellow eve is gliding 

Serenely down the west ; 
So, ev'ry care subsiding. 

My soul would sink to rest. 
The woodland hum is ringing 

The daylight's gentle close ; 
May angels round me singing, 

Thus h3n]in my last repose. 
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2. The evening star has lighted 

Her crystal lamp on high ; 
So, when in death benighted, 

May hope illume the sky : 
In gulden splendor dawning, 

The morrow's light shall break ; 
0, on the last bright morning, 

May I in glory wake. 



Na 158. BRIGHTEST AND BEST. 

SelMol SiBgv, 169. Fnltiry, 980. 

1. Brightest and best of the sons of the morning, 

Dawn on our darkness and lend us thine aid ; 
Star of the east, the horizon adorning, 
Guide where our infant Redeemer is laid. 

2. Cold on his cradle the dew-drops are shining, 

Low lies his head with the beasts of the stall ; 
Angels adore him, in summer reclining, 
Maker, and Monarch, and Saviour of all. 

3. Say, shall we yield him in costly devotion, 

Odors of Edom and offerings divine,* 
Gems of the mountain and pearls of the ocean, 
Myrrh from the forest and gold from the mine. 

4. Vainly we c^er each ample oblation. 

Vainly with gifts would his favor secure ; 
Richer by far is the heart's adoration. 
Dearer to God are the prayers of the poor. 
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No. 159. GETHSEMANE. 

School Sioger, ITO. National Psalmiit, 9 

1. Beyond where Cedron's waters flow, 
Behold the suffering Saviour go, 

TJo sad Gethsemane : 
His countenance is all divine, 
Yet grief appears in ev'ry line. 

2. He bows beneath the sins of men — 
He cries to God, and cries again, 

In sad Gethsemane : 
He lifts his mournful eyes above — 
" My Father can this cup remove ?'' 

3. With angel resignation still, 
He yielded to his Father's will 

In sad Gethsemane : 
** Behold me here, thy only Son, 
And, Father, let thy will be done." 

4. The Father lieard — and angels, there. 
Sustained the Son of God in prayer. 

In sad Gethsemane : 
He drank the dreadful cup of pain. 
Then rose to life and joy again. 
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Na 160. A PILGRIM AND A STRANGER. 



1. 1 'm a pilgrim and I 'm a stranger, 
I can tarry, I can tarry but a night ; 

I 'm a pilgrim and I 'm a stranger, 
I can tarry, I can tarry but a nighj. 

Do not detain me, for I am going 

To where the streamlets are ever flowing ; 

I 'm a pilgrim and I 'm a stranger, 
I can tarry, I^can tarry but a night. 

2. There the sunbeams are ever shining ; 

I am longing for the sight ; :|| 
Within a country unknown and dreary, 
I have been wandering, forlorn and weary : 
I 'm a pilgrim, &c. 

3. Of that country to which I 'm going, 

My Redeemer is the light ; ^ 

There's no sorrow, nor any sighing, 
Nor any sin there, nor any dying : 
I 'm a pilgrim, &c. 



Na 161. COME, SAID JESUS' SACRED VOICE. 

(7*8. M.) 
Toang Vocalist, 128. • School Singer, 163. 

1. Come, said Jesus' sacred voice, 

Come and make my paths your choice ; 



* For tuoe (8's, TtftnA 4,%) in the School Singer, repeat last two lineg of 
eaehttanca. 

\ 
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I will guide you to your home ; 
Weary pilgrim, hither come ; — 

2. Hither come, for here ia found 
Balm for every bleeding woundr- , 

Peace which ever shall endure — 
Rest eternal^ sacred, sure. 



No. 162. 



BEHOLD THE SAVIOUR OF 
MANKIND. 



Haip of DaTid, 105. 
a Sacra, 107. 



(OldMartyn.) 
{Mdrtyri.) 



(0. If.) 

i^saUery, 111. (PaUitrina.) 
School Singer, 114. 



1. Behold the Saviour of mankind 

Nail'd to the shameful tree ; 
How vast the love that him inclined 
To bleed and die for me. 

2. Hark ! how he groans ! while Nature shakes, 

And earth's strong pillars bend ; ' 
The temple's veil in sunder breaks, 
The solid marbles rend. 

3. 'Tis done ? the precious ransom's paid ; 

" Receive my soul P' he cries ; 
See where he bows his sacred head ! 
He bows his head and dies I 

4. But soon he'll break death's envious chain, 

And in full glory shine ; 
Lamb of God I was ever pain, 
Was ever love like thine ? 
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No. 163. I WOITLD NOT LIVE ALWAY. 

JoTenlk Choir, 188. lit toI. Soeul Choir, 81. 

1. 1 would not live alway, I ask not to stay, 
Where storm after storm rises dark o^er the way ; 

• The few lurid mornings that dawn on us here, 
Are enough for life's woes, full enough for its 
cheer. 

2. 1 would not live alway, thus fettered by sin, 
Temptation, without, and corruption within; 
E'en the rapture of patdon is mingled with fears, 
And the cup of thanksgiving with penitent tears. 

3. 1 would not live alway — ^no, welcome the tomb ! 
Since Jesus hath lain there, I dread not its gloom ; 
There sweet be my rest, till He bid me arise, 
To hail Him in tnumph descending the skies. 

4. Who, who would live alway, away from his God ? 
Away from yon heaven ? that blissful abode, 
Where the rivers of pleasure flow o'er the bright 

plains, 
And the noontide of glory eternally reigns ; 

5. Where the saints of all ages in harmony meet, 
Their Saviour and brethren transported to greet ; 
While the anthems of rapture unceasingly roll, 
And the smile of the Lord is the feast of the soul. 
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No. 164 DISMISSION. (Ss, I'b and 4'b.) 

TooBg Ckoir, 18. School Singer, WL Yoong Voealit t, 141 . 

1. Lord dismiss us with thy blessing, 

Fill our hearts with joy and peace, 
Let us each thy love possessing, 

Triumph in redeeming grace; 
refresh us, O, rafresh us, 

Traveling through this wilderness. 

2. Thanks we give, and adoration^ 

For the gospel's joyful sound. 
May the fruit of thy salvation 

In our hearts and lives abound ; 
May thy presence, may thy presence, 

With us evermore be found ! 

3. So whene'er the signal 's given, 

Us from earth to call away, 
Borne on angel's wings to heaven, 
• Glad to leave our common clay : 
May we ready, may we ready. 

Else and reign iu endless day I 
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No. 165. Tira GRAVE OF BUONAPARTE. 

POKTRT BY (?) 

Sheet Muaie, (H«ik«li.) 

1 : On a lone, barren, isle, where the wild roaring 
billow 
Assails the stem rock, and the loud tempest 
rayef. 
The hero lies still, while the dew-droo|nDg 
willow, 
Like fond weeping mourners, lean over the 
grave. 
The lightnings may flash, and the loud thunders 
rattle ; 
He hears not, he heeds not, he 's free from 
all pain — 
He sleeps his last sleep— -he has fought his last 

battle-— 
II:* No sotuid can awake him to glory again ! :|| 
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2.0 shade of the mighty! where now are the 
legions 
That rushed but to conquer, when thou led'st 
them on ? 
Alas ! they have perished, in far chilly regions, 
And all, save the fame of their triumph, is 
gone. 
The trumpet may sound, and the loud cannon 
rattle ; 
They hear not, they heed not, they 're free 
from all pain — 
They sleep their last sleep — they have fought 

their last battle — 
II: No sound can awake them to glory again ! :|| 

3. Yet, spirit immortal ! the tomb cannot bind thee, 
For, like thine own eagle, that soared to the 
sun. 
Thou springest from bondage, and leavest 
behind thee 
A name which before thee no mortal had won. 
Though nations may combat, and war's thunders 
rattle. 
No more on thy steed shalt thou sweep o'er 
the plain — 
Thou sleep'st thy last sleep — thou hast fought 

thy last battle— 
II: No sound can awake thee to glory again ! :|| 
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Nal«6. IF B'EI^ WHEN SOLEMN STILLNESS 
REIGNS. 

UtTol Social Choii^ 48. 

1. If e'er, when solemn stillness reigns, 

Our wakeful eyes a vigil keep, 
When all along the silent plains 

The voice of Nature seems to sleeps- 
Harp of the winds, let the gale 
Awake thy sadly pleasing wail, ' 
Awake thy sadly pleasing wail ; 
Thy mingling chords, so wild are flung, 

So soft the fitful murmurs ring, 
They thrill as if an angel sung, 

Ox AriePs finger touched the string. 
Harp of the winds, let the gale 
Still wake thy sadly pleasing wail, 
Still wake thy sadly pleasing wail : 
Now the notes, awhile complain. 
Now they with the breeze decay ; 
Hark ! hark ! they cease, they cease — 

They breathe again, they breathe again— 
A moment swell, a moment swell — 
Then melt away, then melt away. 



No. 167. GREEK CHANT OF VICTORY. 

POETBT BT MBS. HIHANS. 

9d ToL Kiagricy% SwM Ckob, 41 

1. lo ! they come, they come ! 
Garlands for ev'ry shrine ; 
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Strike lyres to greet them home ; 
. Bring roses, pour ye wixie ; 
Swell,^ swell the Dorian flute 

Through the blue triumphant sky ; 
Let the I cittern's tone salute 

The sons of Victory. 
Mark ye the flashing oars, 

And the spears that light the deep ; 
How the festal sunshine pours, 

Where lords pf battle sweep. 

2. Who murmured of the dead ? 

Hush, boding voice, we know 
. That many a shining head 

Lies in its glory low. 
Breathe not those names to-day ; 

They shall have their praise ere long, 
And a power all hearts to sway, 

In ever-burning song : 
But now shed flowers, pour wine. 

To hail the conq'rors home ] 
Bring wreaths for ev^ry shrine — 

lo ! they come, they come ! 



No. 168. rr IS THE MERRY MONTH OF MAY. 

Boiton Glee Book, U31. 

1. It is the merry month, the merry month of May, 
That laughs, that laughs our wintry cares away. 
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Oh, the merry, merry, merry, merry May, 
That laughs our wintry cares away, our wintry 

cares away ; 
II: The merry, merry May, that laughs our cares 

away. :|| 

2. She comes, she comes, in robes, in robes of red 

and green, 
So gay, so gay, with diamonds, gems, between. 
Oh, the merry, merry, &c. 

3. Then drive all wintry cares, all wintry cares 

away. 
And sing and laugh, and laugh like merry May. 
Oh, the merry, merry, &c. 



No. 169. MORNING. 

Tounff Melodist, 106. 

1. It breaks ! it breaks from eastern chambers, 

The golden morning ray ; • 

All hail thou bright and blessed morning, 
All hail thou new-born day, 
All hail thou new-born day ! 

2. It bursts ! it bursts from eastern chambers, 

A flood of glorious light ; 
He comes ! he comes — the sun in splendor, 
Victorious o'er the night. 
Victorious o'er the night ! 
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3. 1 welcome thee, lovely morning ! 
And thank thee — ^kindly power, 
Whose smile of love bids darkness vanish, 
And wakes the morning hour, 
And wakes the morning hour ! 



No. 170. GOETHE'S MIGNON. 

JurenQe Choir, ISI, l$t voL Social Choir, 189. 

l.Know^st thou the land where the bright citron 
blows, 
Through leafy shades the golden orange glows ; 
A gentle breeze steals from the clear blue sky, 
Mid sleeping myrtles stands the laurel high ; 
Know' St thou it well, there with thee, 
there would I my own best loved one flee. 

2. Know'st thou the house, its roofs on pillars tall. 
Glitters each room, and gleams the stately hall. 
Still marble forms look down on me so mild, 
And say, what have they done to thee, poor 

child? 
Know' St thou it well — 0, there with thee, 
6 there would I, my kind protector flee. 

3. Know' St thou the mount, its pathway in the 

clouds, 
Where slow the mule his weary journey plods ? 
In dark caves lurk the serpent's ancient brood, 
Down rolls the rock, and over it the flood ; 
Know'st thou It well — 0, there let 's flee. 
There lies our path, there, father, carry me. 
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No. 171. WATOHMAirS CALL. 



ToMliitiUS. 



1. Listen ye to what I 'm telling ! 
Now ^tis ten the clock is pealing : 
So now away, away lo bed, 
And sleep in peace, with naught to dread ; 
Sleep soft and sound thro' all the night, 
And early wake at morning light, 
At morning light. :l| 

2. Listen ye to what I 'm telling ! 
Now eleven the clock is pealing : 
ye who late at labor sweat, 

And ye who social friends have met. 

Obey the summons, now, begone. 

For tis high time — 1|: ||: go sleep 'till mora. :|| i 

3. Listen ye to what I 'm telling ! 
Twelve we hear the clock is pealing : 
If any now with sleepy eyes, 

Keep troubled watch 'till morning rise.; 

Oh ! may one hour of sweetest rest, 

Lull every care within — the breast within. :0 

4. Listen ye to what I 'm telling ! 
One I hear the clock now pealing ; 
It is the hour when Satan's crew, 
Steal forth his errands for to do ; 

We. sbudd'rinir, think what may befall ! 
But look to Him — who 's over all. :l! 
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No. 172. LIFE LET US CHERISH. 

Ift MtlodeoD, 4T. IhMt Mnife. 

1. Life let us cherish, 

While yet the taper glows, 
And the fresh ilowret 

Pluck ere it close. 
Why are we fond of toil and care, 
Why choose the rankling thorn to wear. 
And heedless by the lily stray, 
. Which blossoms in our way. 

2. When clouds obscure the atmosphere, 
And forked lightnings rend the air ; 
The sun resumes its silver crest, 
And smiles adorn the west. 

Life let us cherish, &c. 

3. The genial seasons soon are o'er, 
Then let us, ere we quit the shore. 
Contentment seek, it is life's zest, 
The sunshine of the l^reast. 

Life let us cherish, &c. 

4. Away with every toil and care. 
And cease the rankling thorn to wear, 
With manful hearts life's conflict meet. 
Till death sounds the retreat. 

Life let us cherish, &c. 
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No. 178. THE LARK 

TouBgMdodM,!!. 

, 1. Lo, the blithesome lark is soaring, 
Far aloft thro' morning skies, 
Songs of grateful gladness ppuring ; 
Higher, higher, see him rise, 
Higher, higher, see him rise. 

2. Thousand warblers now are springing 

Up to meet the welcome morn. 

Sky and grove with joy are ringing ; 

Hark ! the wild entrancing horn. 

3. Every mountain altar blazes. 

Incense sweet to heaven ascends, 
Meadows waft their silent praises, 
Every flower adoring bends. 

4. Man, awake from heavy slumbers ! 

Morning breaks serenely briglit ; 
Songs of praise, in tuneful numbers. 
Raise to Him who rules the night. 



No. 174. LONE AND STILL, BESIDE THE 
STREAMLET. 

Munoal Oemi, 64* 

Juvenile Choir, 104. Yoons Udodist, 54. Tounc Voealiit, 40. 

1. Lone and still, beside the streamlet. 
On the tufted verdant sod, 
Glad I muse on scenes of nature. 
Spread by gre^at creation's God ; 
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Sweet and clear, along the valley, 
Sounds the lofly steeple bell, 

Thoughts of realms above awaking, 
Where the blest in .glory dwell. 

2. Yes, ^mid the streamlet's murmur, 

Can* I hear the notes of love, 
Notes that tell how great His goodness, 

Who has bid its waters move ! 
In the blushing rose's beauty. 

Can I also see His hand ; 
Welcome is the dewy fragrance 

Shed around at His command. 

3. Oh, how bright and pure the twinkling, 

Shed from all the starry train ; 
Oh, how sweet that nightly stillness, 

Hov'ring now o'er hill and plain ! 
Night ! thou dear and lovely emblem, 

Heaven's etherial good to tell — 
Thee I hail with grateful feeling, 

Sign of peace my woes to quell. 

4. Where, oh where, in vale or mountain, 
' Where, in forest or in field. 
Where, in earth or heaven above us. 

Is that bond of love concealed ? 
Which has given our cherished beings, 

Which has filled our days with joy ; 
Which prepares, at life's declining, 

For the good -without alloy. 
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N©. 175. home; sweet home. 

IrtMdodeoB,!!. M 8oci4 OMr, IH 

1. 'Mid pleasures cwd palaces tW we may roam, 
Be it ever so humble, there 's no place like 

home. 
A charm firom the tkh&B seans to hallow us 

there, 
Which, seek thro' the world, is ne'er met with 

elsewhere. 
Home ! home ! sweet, sweet home ! 
Be it ever so huml^ there 's no place like 

home. 

2. An exile from home, calender dazzles in vain ! 
Oh, give me my lowly thatch'd cottage again ; 
The birds singing gaily, that come at my call. 
Give me them, with sweet peace oC mind, dearer 

than all. 
Home ! home ! sweet, sweet hom» f &c 



No. 176. THE BURIAL OF MRa JTJDSOT. 

FOBTaV WT •" (?) 

r,(RMfh.) 



1. Mournfully, tenderly, bear on the dead; 
Where the warrior hath lain* let the Christian 
be laid ; 

• Mn. J. WM borW M th* W« af fl. H«ltM» wlcM BaMapttto dkd. 
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No place more befitting. rock of the sea, 
Never such treasure was bidden in thee ! 
Never such treasure was bidden in thee ! 

2. Mournfully, tenderly, solemn and slow ! 
Tears are bedewing the path as ye go- 
Strangers and kindred are mourners to-day— . 

||: Gently, so gently, bear her away ! :|| 

3. Mournfully, tenderly, gaze on that brow — 
Beautiful is it in quietude now : 

One look, and then settle the lov'd to her rest, 
II: The ocean beneath her, the turf to her breast. :|| 

4. So have ye buried her ; — up and depart, 

To life and to duty, with undismayed heart ; 
Fear not, for the love of the stranger will keep 
The casket that lies in the rock of the deep. :|| 



No. 111. , THE HAPPY COTTAGER. 

1. My life is an ocean of pleasure. 
La, la, lau-di, 
I am gay as the lark of the mom, 
I '11 sing in bright holiday's measure, 
La, la, lau-di, 
And swell the shrill notes of the horn. 
Contentment, thou zest of my being, 
Thou smilest on all of my ways, 
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With thee, gloomy clouds never seeing, 

La, la, lau-di, 
I '11 sing in etherial rays, 

La, la, la, la, la, la, la, la, la, la. 

2. Afar from the din of the city. 
La, la, lau-di, 
T 've planted my neat little cot, 
' Where oft do I sing the sweet ditty. 
La, la, lau-di, 
Inspired by ray free, happy lot ; 
Here nature's gay songsters surround me. 

In meadow, and woodland, and grove, 
And add to the smiles that have crowned me, 
La, la, lau-di, 
From Him who reigns sovereign above. 
La, la, kc. 



No. 178. THE OLD FRIEND AND THE NEW. 

BY MART HOWITT. 
No Mtitfaetory reference fband. 

1. My old friend, he was a good old friend. 
And I thought, like a fool, his face fo mend; 
I got another, but ah ! to my cost, 
I found him unlike the one I 'd lost. 

2. 1 could sit with him, and crack many a joke, 
And talk of old times and the village folk; 
He had been with us at Christmas time. 
He knew ev'ry tree we used to climb. 
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3. Oh my fine new friend, he is smooth and bland, 
With a jewell'd ring or two on his hand ; 

He visits my lord and my lady fair ; 
He hums the last new opera kir. 

4. He takes not the children on his knee ; 
My faithful hound reproacheth me ; 

For he snarls when my new friend draweth 

near, 
But my good old friend to the brute was dear. 

5. Many pleasant songs my old friend sung, 
That were learned m days when we were 

young; 
He was not too grand, not he, to know 
The merry old songs made long ago. 

6. And the little children, loud in glee. 

They welcomed him as they welcomed me; 
It did me good but to see his face. 
And I 've put another in his place ! 

7. My new friend cometh in lordly state; 
He peals a startling ring at the gate ; 
There 's hurry, and pomp, and pride, and din. 
And my new friend bravely entereth in. 

8. 1 bring out the noblest wine for cheer, 
I make him a feast that costeth dear; 
But he knows not what in my heart lies deep. 
He may laugh with me but never shall weep. 
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9. For there is no bond between us twain, 
And I sigh for ray dear old friend again j 
We had tried him long — ^had found him true, 
Why chang'd I the old friend for the new ? 



No. 179. MY SISTER DEAR. 

I«t ToL Social Chokt, IK, Yoang Clioir, 115. 

My sister dear, o'er this rude cheek, 

Oft I 've felt the tear-drop stealing. 
When those mute looks have told the feeling, 

Heaven denied thy tongue to speak j , 
And thou hads't comfort in that tear, 

Shed for thee, my sister dear. 
And now, alas ! I weep alone. 

By joy, by hope forsaken, 
'Mid thoughts that darkest fears awaken, 

Trembling for thy fate unknown : 
And vainly flows the bitter tear, 

Shed for thee, my sister dear ; 

Shed for thee, my sister dear. 



No. 180. THE SEXTON. 

POBTEY BT PABK BENJAMIN, ESQ. 

Sheet Mask, H. I 

- \. Nigh to a grave that was newly made, 

Leaned a sexion old, on his earth worn spade, 
His work was done, and he paused to wait. 
The funeral train at the open gate ; 
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A relic of bygone days was he, 
And bis locks were white as the foamy sea ; 
And these words came from his lips so thin, 
I gather them in^— I gather them in— 
Gather, gather, &c. 

2. 1 gather them in — for man and boy, 
Year after year of grief and joy, 
I 've builded the houses that lie around, ^ 
In ev'ry nook of this burial ground ; 
Mother. and daughter — father and son — 
Come to my solitude one by one ; 
But come they as strangers, or come they as 

kin, 
I gather them in — I gather them in — 
Gather, gather, &c. 

3. Many are with me, but still I 'm alone, 

I am king of the dead, and I make my throne 
Ona monument 6lab of .marbl0 cold, 
. And my sceptre of rule is the spade I hold ; ■ 
Come they from cottage, or come they from 

hall, 
Mankind are my subjects — all — all— all ; 
Let them joyously revel, or toilfully spin, 
I gather them in — I gather them in — 
Gather, gather, &c. 

4. 1 gather them in, and their final rest 
Is here— down deep in the earth's cold breast ; 
And the sexton ceased — for the funeral train 
Wound mutely o'^ that burial plain ; 
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And I said to myself, when time is all told, 
A mightier voice than that sexton's old, 
Shall sound o'er the last trump's fearful din, 
I gather them in — I gather them in— 
Gather, gather, &c. 



No. 181. GOD SPEED THE RIGHT. 

yqoaliit, 191. Yotjag Mdodut, I 

1 . Now to heaven our prayers ascending; 

God speed the right ! 
In a noble cause contending, 

God speed the right ! 
Be our zeal in heaven recorded, 
^ With success on earth rewarded, 
II: God speed the right. :\\ 

2. Be that prayer again repeated — 

God speed the right ! 
Ne'er despairing though defeated, 

God speed the right ! 
Like the good and great in story. 

If we fail we fail with glory, 
11: God speed the right. :|j 

3. Patient, firm, and persevering- 

God speed the right ! 
Ne'er th' event nor danger fearing— 

God speed the right ! 
Pains, nor toils, nor trials heeding, 

And in heaven's own time succeeding- 
II: God speed the right. :|| 
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4. Still our onward course pursuing— 

God speed the right ! 
Ey*ry foe at length subduing, 

God speed the right ! 
Truth our cause, whatever delay it, 

There's no pow'r on earth to stay it— 
II: God speed the right ! :i| 



No. 182. THE OLD KIRKYARD. 

9d VoL MdodMD 41. Vol. % Kingtley*! Social ChQir, 146. 

1. come with me to the old Kirkyard, 
I well know the path thro' the soft greensward ; 

Friends slumber there we were wont to regard ; 
We'll trace out their name in the old Kirkyard. 

mourn not for them — their grief is o'er ; 

weep not for them — they weep no more ; 
For deep is their sleep, tho' cold and hard. 
Their pillow may be in the old Kirkyard. 

2. 1 know it is vain, when friends depart. 
To breath kind words to a broken heart ; 

1 know that the joys of life seem marred. 

When we follow them home to the old Kirk- 
yard. 
But were I at rest beneath yon tree, 

Why shouldst thou weep dear friends for me ? 
I'm wayworn and sad ; ah, why then retard 

The rest that I seek in the old Kirkyard ? 
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No.jl83. OH, COME TO THE OLD OAK TREE. 

Tyrolean Lyre, 80. 

SOLO. (Repeat Quartette.) 
1. II: ct)me to the old oak tree ; 

By the. light of the pale moon*s glanoe, 
Come with a footstep free, 
And join in the Gypsy's dance. :jl 

SOLO. 

Around us, above us, pure melody floats, 
And voices that love us repeat the soft notes. 

FULL OHOBUS. 

Then come to the old oak tree, 
By the light of the pale moon's glance, 

come with a footstep free, 
And join in the Gypsy's dance. 

Then dance — then dance. 

Where the lightest of light feet dance. 

SOLO. {Repeat Quartette.) 
2 II: Spring with her early leaves. 
Summer with all its flowers, 
Here art in their beauty weaves, 
Over fair Nature's bowers. :|| 

80L0. 

No storm-clouds are darkening 

The haunts of the free, 
But all here is sparkling 

In beauty for thee. 

FULL OROBUS. 

Then come, &c., &c. 

Then dance — then dance, 
Where the brightest of bright eyes glance. 
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No. 184. OH, COME TO ME. 

Ut Melodeon, 129. Flon'ft Festival, 87. Shett Miuie, (T. H. Bailey.) 

I 

1 . Oh come to me, and bring with thee 

The sunny smiles of former years, 
If smiles so bright will lend their light, 

To cheer a brow long usM to tears : 
I will not lend one sad regret, 

One gloomy thought our meeting chill, 
But, for thy sake, I '11 ^rive to make 

This altered cheek look cheerful still. 

2. Then come to me— our theme shall be, 

/ The friends we love, not those we mourn j 
We Ml not destroy a present joy, 

Lamenting joys that ne'er return : 
The ardent rays of early days, 

And boyhood's bloom, we ne'er may see ; 
But days of bright and pure delight, 

May be in store, — then come to me. 



No. 186. FLEETING TIME. 

yoedirtj9B. 

1 . 0, fleeting Time ! how are thy pinions speeding, 
No sigh nor laughter heeding ; 
Nor paueest thou in flight, 
For one to say, " Good night,^' 
II: 0, fleeting Time ! :|| 
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2. 0, fleeting Time ! while selfish men abuse thee, 
The good with wisdom use thee, 
In seeking paths of light, 
Up, far above thy flight, 
I!: 0, fleeting Time ! :|| 

3. 0, fleeting Time ! if, when thou hast departed. 
We find ourselves deserted. 
Thou, Time, art not to blame ; 
Ourselves must bear the shame, 
II: Not fleeting Time. :|| 



Na 186. OH, HAD I WINGS LIKE A DOVE. 

Toouk Choir, 118. Jarenile Choir, 84. 

1. Oh, had t wings like a dove, T would fly 

Away from this world of care ; 
My soul would mount to the realms on high. 

And seek for a refuge there ! 
But is there no haven on earth ? 

No hope for the wounded breast ? 
No favor' d spot, where content has birth. 

In which I may find a rest ? 

2. Oh, is it not written, " Believe and live ?'^ 

The heart, by bright hope allured. 
Shall find the comfort these words can give, 

And be by its faith assured. 
Then why should we fear the cold world's firown, 

When truth to the heart has given 
The light of teligion, to guide us on. 

In joy to the paths of heaven ? 
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. There ia, there is, ia Thy holy word, 

Thy word which can ne'er depart — 
There is a promise of mercy stored, 

For the lowly and meek of heart. 
" My yoke is easy, my burden light, 

Then come unto me for rest !" 
Thesp are the words of promise stored, 

For the wounded and wearied breast. 



No. 187. ESCAPE FROM WINTER. 

JmrenJle Choir^ 114. lit vol. Social Choir, 44. 

1. 0, had I the wings of a swallow, I 'd fly 

Where the roses are blossoming all the year 

long, 

Where the landscape is always a feast to the eye, 

And the bills of the warblers are ever in song ; 

0, then I would fly from the cold and the snow, 

And hie to the land of the orange and vine, 
And carol the winter away in the glow, 
That rolls o'er the evergreen bowers of the 
line. (d. c.) 

La, la, la, la, la, la, larla, la, la, la, la, la, 
la, la, la, ' 

La, la, la, la, la, la, la, la, la. 

2. And when we had rested our wings, and had fed 
On the sweetness that comes from the juniper 
groves. 
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By the spirit of home and of infanay led, 
We would hurry again to the land of our loves; 

And when from the breast of the ocean would 
' spring, 
Far off in the distance, that dear native shore, 

In the joy of our hearts, we would cheerily sing, 
No land is so lovely when winter is o'er. 



No. 188. ERIN IS MY HOME. 

Tfioletn t-jTt, 100. M(uic»l Gemii, TT. *Youxig Voetlkt, T3. 

1. 0, I have roamed in many lands. 

And many friends Pve met ; 
Not one fair scene or kindly smile 

Can this fond heart forget I 
But PU confess that I'm content,-^ 

No more I wish to roam ; 
II: st#er my bark to Erin's Isle, 

For Erin is my home. :|| 

2. If E^igland were my place of birth 

Fd love her tranquil shore ; 
Or if Columbia were my home, 

Her. freedom I'd adore ! 
Tho' pleasant days in both I've pass'd, 
I dream of days to corae ; 
II: steer my bark to Erin's Isle, 

For Erin is my home. :|| 
1* 1 '.I — 

'In Koond rafefKnee omit chorat. 
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No. 189. THE INDIAN HUNTER. 

9Bd lIelod«on, 3. Sheet Muste, (H. KvmAi 

1. Oh, why does the white man follow my 

path, 
i|: Like the hound on the tiger's track ? 
II: Does the flush on my dark cheek waken his 
wrath ? 
II: Does he covet the bow at my back ? 
He has rivers and seas where the billows 
and breeze, 
Bear riches for him alone : 
And the sons of the* wood never plunged in 
the flood, 
Which the white man calls his own. 
Yha, Then why should he come to the 
streams where none. 
But the red skin dare to swim ; 
Why, why should he wrong the hunter one, 

Who never did harm to him. 
Yha, yha, yha, yha, yha, yha, yha, yha. 

2. The father above thought fit to give, 
I!: The white man corn and wine ; 

||: There are golden fields where he may live, 
II: But the forest shades are mine. 
The eagle hath its place of rest, 

The wild horse where to dwell ; 
And the spirit that gay e the bird its nest, 

Made me a home as well. 
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Yha, Then back, go back from the red man^s 
track, 
For the hunter's eyes grow dim, 
' To find that the white man wrongs the one, 
Who never did harm to him. 
Yha, yha, yha, yha, yha, yha, yha, yha. 



No. 190. OLD TUBAL CAIN. 

POETRY BY MAOKAT. IWodwii,^ 18. 

1. Old Tubal Cain was a man of might, 
! In the days when earth was young, 

By the fierce red light of his fbrnace bright, 

The strokes of his hammer rung ; 
And he lifted high his brawny* hand, 

On the iron glowing clear, 
Till the sparks rushed out in scarlet rout, 

As he fashioned the «word and spear ] 
And he sang, " Hurra for ihy handiwork ! 

Hurra for the spear and sword ! 
Hurra for the hand that shall wield them well. 

For he shall be king and lord !" 

2. To Tubal Cain came tnany a one. 

As he wrought by his roaring fire, 
And each one prayed for a strong steel blade. 

As the oM>wn of his own desire ; 
And he made them weapons sharp and strong. 

Till they shouted loud for glee. 



,y Google 



J 



CONCERTED PlfiOES. 19^ 

And gave them gifts of pearls and gold, 

And spoils of forests free ; 
And they sang, " Hurra for Tubal Cain ! 

Who hath given us strength anew ; 
Hurra for the smith ! hurra for the fire ! 

And hurra for the metal true !" 

3. But a sudden change came o'er his head, 

Ere the setting of the sun, 
And Tubal Cain was filled with pain 

For the' evil he had done ; 
He saw that men with rage and hate. 

Made war upon their kind. 
And the land was red with the blood they shed, 

In their lust for carnage blind ; 
And he said, " Alas, that ever I made, 

Or that skill of mine should plan, 
The spear and sword for men whose joy, 

Is to slay their fellow man !" 

4. And for many a day old Tubal Cain, 

Sat brooding o'er his woe ; 
And his hand forbore to smite the ore, 

And his furnace smouldered low ; 
And he rose at last with a cheerful face,* 

And a bright courageous eye. 
And bared his stron'g right arm for work, 

While the quick flames mounted high ; 
And he sang, " Hurra for my handiwork !" 

And the red sparks lit the air — 
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" Not alone for the blade, was the bright steel 
made," 
And he fashioned the first plowshare. 

5. And men, taught wisdom from the past, 

In friendship joined their hands. 
Hung the sword in the hall, the spear on the 
wall, 

And plowed the willing lands ; 
And sang, Hurra for Tubal Cain ! 

Our staunch good friend is he. 
And for the plowshare and the plow, 

To him our praise shall be ; 
But while oppression lifts its head, 

Or a tyrant would be lord, 
Tho' we may thank him for the plow, 

We^l not forget the sword. 



No. 191. OFT IN THE STILLY NIGHT. 

Javenfle Choir, 73. 1st yol. Social Choir, lOL 

New-Tork Glee Book, 108. 

1. Oft in the stilly night. 

Ere slumber's chain hath bound me, 
Fond memory brings the light 

Of other days around me ; 
The smiles, the tears, of •boyhood's years, 

The words of love then spoken. 
The eyes that shone, now dimmed and gone, 

The cheerful hearts now broken. 
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Thus in the stilly night, 

Ere slumber's chain hath bound me, 
Sad roem'ry brings the light 

Of other days around me. 

1. When I remember all 

The friends so linked together, 
I 've seen around me fall, 

Like leaves in wintry weather j 
I feel like one who treads alone. 

Some banquet hall deserted, 
Whose lights are fled, whose garlands dead, 

And all but he departed. 
Thus in the stilly night, 

Ere slumber's chain has bound me, 
Sad mem'ry brings the light 

Of other days around me. 



No. 192. OF WHAT IS THE OLD MAN 
THINKING? 

Bluet Mwk. 

1. Of what is the old man thinking, 
As he leans on his oaken staff? 
From the May-day pastime shrinking. 

He heeds not the merry laugh j 
But the tears of the old man flow. 

As he looks on the young and gay. 
And his grey head, moving slow. 
Keeps time to the air they play ; 
_ 
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From the scene before him shrinking, 
From the dance and the merry laugh, 

Of what is the old man thinking, 
As he leans on his oaken staff? 

2. 'Tis not with a vain repining, 

That the old man sheds a tear, 
'Tis not for his strength declining, 

He sighs not to linger here; 
There 's a spell in the air they play, 

And the old man's eyes are dim, 
For it calls up a past May -day, 

And the dear friends lest to him ;, 
From the scene before him shrinking, 

From the dance and the merry laugh. 
Of their calm repose he 's thinking, 

As he leans on his oaken staff. 



Na 198. THE SILVER LAKE. 

lit T«l. Soekl Choir, 71. ToanK Melodkt, 83. 

1. On thy fair bosom, silver lake, 

The wild swan spreads his snowy sail. 
Around hi^ breast the ripples break, 

As down he bears before the gale. 
On thy fair bosom, waveless stream, 

The dipping paddle echoes far. 
And flashes in the moonlight gleam, 

And bright reflects the polar star. 
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. The wave* adohg thy pehMy shore, s 

As blows the north wind, ieares the §09jaLf 
And curl around the dashing oiai*, 

As late the boatman hies him home. 
On thy fair bosom silver lake, 

! I could ever sweep the oar, 
^hen early birds of morning wake, 

And evening tells us toil is o'er. 



Ko. 194. THE FOOT-TRAVELLER. 

1. On foot I gaily take my way, Juhe 1* 

O'er mountains bare and meadows gay, Juhe ! 
And he who is not of my mind, 
Another trav'ling mate may find, 
I!: He cannot go with me, :|| 
Xuhe, Juhe, Juhe ! 

2. No snail-paced friend I want, not I, Juhe ! 
At ev'ry step to pause and sigh, Juhe ! 
No gloomy man to scowl arid groan, 
And, over others sins make moan, 

II: I 'd rather trudge alone, :|| 
Juhe, Juhe, Juhe ! 

3. This is the merry singer's way, Juhe ! 
flis footpath is with rogps gay, Juhe ! 

* T%k wm4 AwMbe proaoimeeA fo^-hte, «r soic properly, fM-Aoy. 



,y Google 



200 ' CONCERTED PIECES. 

In ev'ry land where song is knawn, 
Where music meets an answering tone, 
II: That land his own must be, ||: 
Juhe, Juhe, Juhe ! 



No. 195. LABOR. 

V 
FOET&T BT MBS. F. 8. OSQOOD. 

[TheEditoriareaiifortunfttely not able to refer the reader to VKf moMia 
•dapted to tfaii ^Irit-ttirriaK Poem.] 

1. Pause not to dream of the future before us, 
Pause not to weep the wild cares that come 

o'er us ; 
Hark ! how Creation's deep musical chorus, 

Unintermitting goes up into heaven ! 
Never the ocean-wave falters in flowing, 
Never the tiny seed stops in its growing ; 
More and more richly the rose-heart keeps 
glowing. 
Till from its nourishing stem it is riven. 

2. " Labor is worship !" the robin is singing ; 

" Labor is worship V^ the wild bee is ringing ; 
Listen ! that eloquent whisper, upspringing, 
Speaks to the soul from out Nature's great 

heart ! 
From the dark cloud flows the life-giving shower ; 
From the rough sod blows the soft-breathing 

flower ; 
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From the small insect, the rich coral bower :^ 
Only Man, in the plan, ever shrinks from his 
part. 

3. Labor is life ! 'T is the still water faileth ; , 
Idleness ever despaireth, bewaileth ; 

Keep the watch wound, or the dark rust assaileth ; 

Flowers droop and die in the stillness of noon. 
Labor is glory ! The flying cloud lightens ; 
Only the waving wing changes and brightens ; 
Idle hearts only the dark future frightens : 

Play the sweet keys, would^st thou keep them 
in tune. 

4. Labor is rest from the sorrows that greet us — 
Rest from all petty vexations that meet us— 
Rest from sin-promptings, that ever entreat us — 

Rest from world-syrens, that lure us to ill ! 

Work, and pure slumbers shall wait on thy pillow; 

Work, thou shalt ride over Carets coming billow; 

Lie not down wearied 'neath Woe's weeping 

willow — 

Work, with a stout heart and resolute will. 

5. Droop not, tho' shame, sin, and anguish are 

round thee ; 
Bravely fling off the cold chain that hath bound 

thee ! 
Look to yon pure heaven, smiling beyond thee ; 

Rest not, content in thy darkness, a clod ! 
Work for some good, be it ever so slowly— r 
Cherish some flower, be it ever so lowly — 
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Labor ! fbr labor is noble and holy !. 
Let thy great deeds be thy prayer to thy God! 



No. IM. THE BOAT RACE. 

MusiCAl Gem, 180. Juvadle Ciroir, IM. 

i. Pull away, pull away, pull away, brave boys ! 
Pull away, pull away — the tict'ry 's ours ! 
Pull away, pull away, to the distant mark, 
To the prize, our bonny bark. 
Pull away, pull away, 'mid the waters, foaming, 

sparkling, dashing all around ; 
Pull away, pull away, 'mid the wild confusion, 
onward to the wished-for bound. 
Pull away, &c. 

2. Pull away, pull away, pull away, brave boys ! 
Pull away, pull away — the victory 's ours ! 
Pull away, pull away, to the distant mark, 
To the prize, our bonny bark. 
Pull away, pull away, like the lightning, darting, 

flashing, now we speed our way ! 
Pull away, pull away, 'mid the shouting, 
cheering, bravely we have won the day ! 
Pull away, &c. 



Na 19T. GOOD NIGHT. 

Jaraule Choir, 138. lit roL Social ClMir, 9L 

1 . / Day is past ; 

Stars have set their watch at last ; 
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Founts, that through the deep woods flow, 
Make sweet sounds, unheard till now ; 

Flowers have shut with fading light. 
Sleep sit dove-like on thy breast ; 
If within that secret cell, 
One dark form of memory dwell, 

Be it mantled from thy sight. 
Good night ! 

:. Joy be thine ; 

Kind looks on thy slumbers shine ; 
Go, and in the spirit-land, 
Meet thy home's long parted band ; 

Be their eyes all love and light ; 
Dreams of heaven on mourners fall ; 
Exile ! o'er thy couch may gleams 
Pass from thine own mountain streams ; 

Bard ! away to worlds more bright. 
Gdod night ! 



No. 198. ISLE OF BEAUTY, FARE THEE WELL. 

BY T. H. BAILEY. 
1st Hdodeon, 8. Odeon, 60. 

1. Shades of ev'ning, close not o'er us; 

Leave our lonely bark awhile; 
Morn, alas ! will not restore us. 

Yonder dim and distant isle. 
Still my fancy can discover, 

Sunny spots where friends may dwell ; 
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Darker shadows 'round us hover, — 
Isle of beauty ! fare thee well ! 

2. 'T is the hour when happy faces 

Smile around the taper's light ! 
Who will fill our vacant places ? — 

Who will sing our songs to-night ? • 
Thro' the mist that floats above us, 

Faintly sounds the vesper bell, 
Like a voice from those who love us, 

Breathing fondly, " Fare thee well !" 

3. When the waves are 'round us breaking, 

As I pace the deck alone. 
And my eye in vain is seeking 

Some green leaf to rest upon ; 
What would I not give to wander, 

Where my old companions dwell ! 
Absence makes the heart grow fonder, — 

Isle of beauty ! fare thee well ! 



No. 199. THE SHEPHERD'S SONG. 

Javenile Choir, 116. Sehool Singtr, 80. 

1. Shepherds, from your sleep ^wake; 

Morning opes her golden eye ; 
Rosy beams in beauty break, 

Over ocean, earth, and sky ; 
'T is fair Nature's sweetest hour. 

In her loveliest garb she reigns ; 
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Wake, a^d in ker gylvaa bower, 

Tune her praise, in joyous strains. 
L9ky la, la, la, la, la, la, la, la, la, la, la, la, 

la, la, la, la, Is^ ! 
La, la, la, la^ la, la, la, la, la, la, la, la^ la, 

la, la, la, la, la, la, la, la, la ! 

2. See ! the lark, with early note, 

Soars above the flowery lea, 
As she pours from warbling throat, 

Songs of cheerful melody ! 
Why should we, to cots confined. 

Wile this beauteous hour away ? 
Sleep mayloose, but not unbind. 

Charms that shepherds find in day. 

3 . Lead our fleecy flocks away, 

To their pasture in the field ; 
Blithe our songs, our hearts are gay ; 

Shepherds' joys, O ! who can tell ? — 
Not the prince, who restless sleeps 

On his couch of silk and gold ; 
Nor the slave, whom av'rice keeps 

In yon citjr's narrow fold ! 



No. 200.' THE MALTESE BOATMAN'S SONG. 

OdeoB, M. Ifft ToL 8oeiU Choir, IQS. kt vol. MelodeoB, «. 

1. SeeS brothers, see ! how the night comes on ! 
Slowly sinks the setting sun ; 
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Hark ! how the solemn vesper clear 
Sweetly falls upon the ear ! 
Then haste, let us work 'till the daylight is o'er, 
And fold our nets as we row to the shore ; 
Our toil and labor being done, 
How sweet the boatman's welcome home ! 

2. See how the tints of daylight die ! 
Soon we '11 hear the tender sigh ; 
For when the toil of labor 's o'er, 
We shall meet our friends on shore. 
Then haste, &c. 



No. 201. SEE OUR OARS WITH FEATHERED 
SPRAY. 

JuTcntte Choir, ISO. Itt vol. Social Choir, 91. 

See our oars with feather' d spray, 
Sparkle in the beam of day ! 
In our little bark we glide 
Swiftly o'er the silent tide — 
In our little bark we glide 
Swiftly o'er the silent tide. 
Swiftly o'er the silent tide, — 
From yonder lone and rocky tower, 
The warrior hermit to restore ! 
The warrior hermit to restore ! 
And sweet the morning's breezes blow, 
While thus in measured time we row, we row, 
we row — 
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In measured time we row, we row, we row — 
In measured time we row, we row — 
In measured time we row, we row, we row — 
In measured time we row, we row, we row, we 
row! 



i 



Na 202. SWEET INNISFALLEN. 

POET£T BT T. MOORE. 

9 KingtUy** Social Choir, St. 

1. Sweet Tnnisfallen, fare thee well ! 

May calm and sunshine long be thine ; 
How fair thou art, let others tell, 

II: While but to feel how fair is mine. :|| 

2. Far better, in thy weeping hours, 

To partirom thee, as I do now, < 
When mist is o'er thy blooming bowers, 
II: Like sorrow's veil on beauty's brow. :|| 

3. Weeping, or smiling, lovely isle ! 

And still the lovelier for thy tears ; 
For though but rare thy sunny smile, 
1|: 'T is heaven's own glance when it appears.: 

4. Like feeling hearts, whose joys are few. 

But, when indeed they come, divine ; 

The steadiest light the sun e'er threw, 

I i|: Is lifeless to one gleam of thine. :|| 
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No. 208. SOME LOVE TO ROAM. 

Sheet Maiie, H. KaiwU. 1st Melodtos, Ml. 

1. Some love to roam o'er the dark sea foam, 

Where the ahrill winds whistle flree; 
But a chosen band, in a mountain land, 

And a life in the woods for me. 
When morning beams, o'er the mountain 
streams, 
merrily forth we go. 
To follow the stag to his slippery crag, 
And to chase the bounding roe. 
Yo ho, yo ho, &c. 

(D.C.flRt41iMM 

2. The deer we mark, through the forest dark, 

And the prowling wolf We track, 
And for right good cheer, in the wild woods 
here, 
why should a hunter lack ? 
For with steady aim at the bounding game, 

And hearts that fear no foe. 
To the darksome glade, in the forest shade, 
merrily forth we go. 

Yo ho, yo ho, &c. 

(D.C.li«t4UaM.) 



No. 204. THE WANDERER'S FAREWELL. 

Maiie«10emi,lQ8. Vocalist, 141. 

1. The sails are all swelling, 
The streamers float gay, 
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The anchor is rising, 
And I must away ; 

||: Adieu ! ye dear mountains, 
- Adieu ! my dear home ! :\\ 

II: I turn from your threshold, 
'Mid strangers to roam. :|| 
To roam — (juvallera, juvallera, &c. 

2. The sun through the heavens 

E'er hastes to the west ; 
The waves of the ocean 

Are never at rest ; 
||: The bird with its pinions 

Unfettered and free, :H 
II: Careers in its freedom 

O'er mountain and sea. :|1 
And sea, &c. 

3. Adieu ! dearest mother, 

Dear sister, adieu ! 
I go where the skies are 

All shining and blue : 
||: Where flow'rs ever blossom, 

Where birds ever sing, :il 
II: Where fruits load the branches 

From harvest to spring. :|| 

To spring — juvallera, &c. 

4. When far in the land 
Of the stranger, I see, 
Dear Mary, the flowers 

I planted for<thee ; 

18* 
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II: And when the sweet songsters 

Repeat in my ear, :|| 
II: The notes we together 

Have lingered to hear. :|| 
To hear, &c. 

5. And when on the shore 

Of that region of gold, . 
I fancy the waves round 

Thy footsteps have rolled ; 
II: The wavelets, the birds, and 

The flowers when I roam, :|| 
||: Will bring you before me, 

And make me a home. :|| 



Na 206. THE SEA. 

Itt Melodcon, 184. lit Soeial Choir, 168. 

1 . The sea, the sea, the open sea. 
The blue, the fresh, the ever free; the ever, 

ever free; 
Without a mark, without a bound, 
It runneth the eartVs wide regions round ; 
It plays with the clouds, it mocks the skies, 
II: Or like a cradled creature lies. :|| 
I 'm on the sea, I 'm on the sea, 
I am where I would ever be. 
With the blue above, and the blue below. 
And silence whereso'er I go ; 
If a storm should come, and awake the deep, 
II: What matter, what matter, I shall ride and 

sleep. :|| 
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2. 1 love, how I love to ride, 
On the fierce, foaming, bursting tide — the 

foaming bursting tide ; 
When every mad wave drowns the moon. 
Or whistles aloft his tempest tune, 
And tells how goeth the world below, 
||: And why the sou'west blast doth blow. :|| 
I never was on the dull, tame shore, 
But I lov'd the great sea more and more. 
And backward flew to her billowy breast. 
Like a bird that seeketh its mother's nest ; 
And a mother she was, and is to me, 
||: For I was born, was born on the open sea. :|| 

3. The waves were white, and red the morn, 
In the noisy hour when I was bom, the hour 

when I was born; 
And the whale it whistled, the porpoise rolPd, 
And the dolphins bared their backs of gold ; 
And never was heard such an outcry wild, 
II: As welcomed to life the ocean child. :H 
I have liv'd since then, in calm and strife, 
Full fifty summers a rover's life, 
With wealth to spend and power to range. 
But never have sought or sighed for change ; 
And death, whenever he comes to me, 
II: Shall come, shall come, on the wide unbounded 

sea. :|| 
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Na 206. THE WATCHER. 

Ift MdodeoD, 111. Shed Mdrii t 

1. The night was dark and fearful, 

The blast swept wailing by : 
A watcher, pale and tearful, 

LookM forth with anxious eye. 
||: How wistfully she gazeth ! 

No gleam of morn is there ! 
Her eyes to heaven she raiseth, 

In agony of prayer ! :|| 

2. Within that dwelling lonely, 

Where want and darkness reign, 
Her precious child — her only — 
Lay moaning in his pain ; 
||: And death alone can free him — 
She feels that this must be — 
" But, oh ! for morn, to see him 
Smile once again on me !" :|| 

3. A hundred lights are glancing 

In yonder mansion fair, 
And merry feet are dancing, — 
They heed not morning there. 
II: 0, young and joyous creatures ! 
One lamp from out your store. 
Would give that poor boy's features 
To his mother's gaze once more ! :|I 

4. The morning sun is shining ; 

She heedoth not its ray ! 
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Beside her dead reclining, 

The pale dead mother lay ! 

||: A smile her lips were wreathing— 

A smile of hope and love — 

As iho' she still were breathing, 

" There 's light for us above !" :|| 



No. 207. THE ALPINE HORN. 

Juvenfle Choir, ff. 

1. The Alpine horn ! the Alpine horn ! 
0, through my native hills, 

Might I but hear its deep notes borne 
Once more — but once — and die ! 

Yet not, 'mid breezy hills, thy breath, 
So full of hope at morn. 

Would win me from the bed of death, 
joyous Alpine horn ! 

2. But here the echo of that blast. 
To many a battlfe known. 

Seems mournfully to. wander past, 
A Wild, shrill, wailing tone.. 

3. Haunt me no more ! for slavery's air 
Thy proud notes were not borne ; 

The dream but deepens my despair ! 
Be hoahed, thou Alpine horn l 
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TSo. 208. THE RAINY DAY. 

FOETBT BY LONGFELLOW. 

Sheet Mane, (Demptter.) 

l.The day is cold, and dark, and dreary; 

It rains, and the wind is never weary; 

The vine still clings to the mouldering wall, 

But at ev'ry gusi the dead leaves fall, 

And the day is dark and dreary. 

2. My life is cold, and dark, and dreary; 
It rains, and the wind is never weary: 

My thoughts still cling to the mouldering past, 
But the hopes of youth fall thick in the blast, 
And the days are dark and dreary. 

3. Be still, sad heart, and cease repining ! 
Behind the clouds is the sun still shining ; 
Thy fate is the common fate of all ; 

Into each life some rain must fall — 
Some days must be dark and dreary. 



Na 209. THE SUMMER DAYS ARE COMING. 

BT 0HABLE8 JBFFBDES. 
lit Melodeon, 18, Toodk Voealiat, 80. 

1. The summer days are coming, 
The blossoms deck the bough, 
The bees are gaily humming. 
And the birds are siDging now ; 
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We have had our May-day garlands, 

We have crowned our May-day Queen, 
With a coronal of roses, 

Set in leaves of brightest green, 
But her reign is nearly over, 

The spring is on the wane ; 
haste thee, gentle Summer, 

To our pleasant land again 1 

2. The minstrel of the moonlight, 

The plaintive nightingale, 
Has sung his month of music 

To the rose queen of the vale ; 
And what tho' he be silent. 

As the night comes slowly on, 
We will trip it on the greensward, 

To sweet music of our own. 
Oh the Summer days are coming, 

And Summer nights more dear ; 
haste thee, gentle Summer, 

For there's joy when thou art near. 



No. 210. I LOVE THE FREE. 

Skeet Bfade, (H. aoiMl.) 

l.The wild streams leap, with headlong sweep, 
In their curbless course o'er the mountain 

steep ; 
All firesh and strong, they foam along. 
Waking the rocks with theic' cataract song. 
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My eye beftrs a glance, Uke the ^eam on a 

lance. 
As I watch the waters dash uid dance ; 
And I burti with glee, for I love to see, 
The path of anything that 's free. 
I lore, I lore, &c., &c. 

1L The skylark springs, with dew on his wings. 
And high in the arch of heaven he sings, 
Trilla ! trilla f O, sweeter far. 
Than the notes that come thro' a golden bar. 
The joyous bay of a hound at play, 
The eaw of a rook on his homeward way ; 
Oh these shall be the music for me, 
For I love, I love, the path of the free. 
I love, I love, &c., fcc. 

3. The mariner brave, in his bark on Ihe wave, 
May laugh at the walls round a kingly slave ; 
And he whose lot is the desert spot. 
Has no fear of an envious foe in his cot. 
The thrall and state at the palace gate. 
Is what my spirit has learned to hate ; 
And I bum with glee, for i love to see. 
The path of anything that 's free. 
" I love, I love> &c., &c. 
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Na 211. THE BOATMAN'S MORKlNa SONa 

Muneal Gems, 86. V«ealiit, 38. 

1 . The mists of the morning are rolling away ; 
The eastern star fades in the coming of day ; 
The foam of the billows already I see, 

And there is my little bark waiting for me. 

2. We row all the day in the current along, 
Our voices uniting in loud swelling song ; 
No thought of the toil and the tumult of day, 
Can ruffle our bosoms or lure us away. 

3. For there are the mountain tops, soft in the 

mist; 
The smooth pebbly beach, by the creeping 

waves kiss'd; 
The broad spreading sky, ever deepening its 

blue J 
The ocean that bears on its breast every hue. 

4. My heart is entranced into beauty's high realm, 
No care of the earth can its peace overwhelm ; 
The. star of the west sends its last lingering 

ray, 
And hailing ray home, bids adieu to the day. 



BTo. 212. MY MOTHER DEAR. 

*A Mdodeon, 148. IConeal Gens, 101. Sheet Masie, (S. Lorer. ) 

1. There was a place in childhood, 
Which I remember well, 

19 
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And there a voice of sweetest tone, • 

Bright fairy tales did tell ; 
And gentle words and fond embrace 

Were given with joy to me, 
When I was in that happy place, 
Upon my mother^s knee. 
II: My mother dear ! 
My gentle, gentle mother ! 

2. When fairy tales were ended, 

" Good night," she softly said, 
And kissed, and laid me down to sleep, 

Within my tiny bed ; 
And holy words she taught me there : 

Methinks I yet can see 
Her angel eyes, as close I knelt 
Beside ray mother's knee. 
II: My mother dear ! 
My gentle, gentle mother ! 

3. In the sickness of my childhood. 

The perils of my prime, 
The sorrows of my riper years. 

The cares of every time : 
When doubt or danger weighed me down; 

Then, pleading all for me, 
It was a fervent prayer to Heaven 
That bent my mother's knee. 
11 : My mother dear ! 
My gentle, gentle mother ! 
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No. 218. THE GUARDIAN GENIUS OP THE 
SWISS. 

DM, 111 Yooalist, 118. 

1. There dwells, high over Switzerland, 
A spirit great and still. 

To lead the cordial patriot band, 
That Switzerland valleys fill ; 

Of dauntless soul, a firm ally ; 
Of honest, upright view ; 

Of generous heart, of beaVing high ; 
And, like his people, true. 
La, la^ la, &c. 

2. He prompts the heart to gen'rous deeds, 
He dwelt in noble Tell ; 

And when the martyred patriot bleeds, , 
He 's there his grief to quell : 

He 's leagued to freedom's sacred host; 
He 's soon to be our friend ; 

If foes invade the Switzer's coast, 
He Ul all her weal defend. 
La, la, la, &c. 

3. At once he stands on glacier heights ; 
And 'mid the meadows green. 

The eye on not a cottage lights. 
But where his hand is seen ; 

He wanders with a shepherd's crook, 
Pursues the huntsman's horn, 

And roams beside the fisher's brook. 
At eve and early morn. 
La, la, la, &c. 
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4. Oh, Switzer sons, direct your eje 
To Him enthroned above ! 
But in yourselves you Him descry, 

By Him your spirits move ; 
Yes, ev'ry noble deed achieved, 

In Him obtains its spring ; 
And ev'ry gen'rous gift receivM, 
To Him should make us sing. 
La, la, la, &c. 



Kg. 214. THE PLEASANT SPRING IS OOME 
AGAIN. 

Vocaliat,7a 

1. The pleasant Spring is come again ! 
' Its voice is in the trees ; 

It speaks from ev'ry sunny glen, 

It rides upon the breeze ! 
II: The scattered flocks are lowing, 

Beneath each shady tree : 
The gentle winds are blowing : 

come, rejoice with me ! :|| 
II: come, rejoice with me ! :|| 

2. The pleasant Spring is come again ! 

1 hear the river^s roar ; 

It sparkles, foams, and leaps, as when 
My Summer skiff it bore ! 
II: Stern Winter's chain is rended, 
The gushing founts are free. 
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And light with water blended 

Is dancing o'er the sea ! :|| 
II: Is dancing o'er the sea ! :|) 

3. The pleasant Spring is come again ! 
The ploughman's songs arise, 
While woodland echoes mock, and then 
The thrilling cadence dies ! 
II: The pretty birds are singing ; 
Afar the music floats ; 
And ev'ry yale is ringing, 

With soft and mellow notes ! :|| 
||: With soft and mellow notes ! :|| 



No. 216. THEY ARE GONE, ALL GONE, FROM 
THEIR MOUNTAIN HOME. 

S^Qol SiBjSCT, M. JaTenile Choir, 6C 

1. They are gone, all gone, from their mountain 

home. 
Where the wild bees hum and the bright birds 

roam; 
Where the heath-flowers wave 'neath the 

scented breeze, 
And the warblers sing 'mid the tall green trees. 
They are gone, all gone, from the mountain 

home. 
Where the waters glide, and the moonbeams 

roam; 



L 
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Where the lily-bell blooms like a star o'er the 

ware, 
And the willow-bough bends its leayes to lare. 

• (D. C.) 

2. They are gone, all- gone, from their mountain 

home, 
And their song 's not heard o'er the hill to 

roam ; 
And the echoing notes of the hunter's horn, 
Have all pass'd away like a summer's mom. 
They are gone, all gone, both the young and 

gay? 

And the wild bees hum, and the bright birds 

play ; 
But the glen is lone where the young deer 

roam : 
They are gone, all gone, from their mountain 

home. 



No. 216. 'TIS THE LAST ROSE OF SUMMER. 

lit Melodeon, 9. Toong Yoealist, 1S3. 

Bohool Singer, 184. 

1 . 'T is the last rose of summer, 

Left blooming alone, 
All her lovely companions 

Are faded and gone ; 
No flower of her kindred. 

No rose-bud is nigh. 
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To reflect back her blushes, 
Or give sigh for sigh. 

1. 1 HI not leave thee, thou lone one, 
, To pine on the stem, 
Since the lovely are sleeping, 

Go sleep thou with theiti ; 
Thus kindly I scatter, 

Thy leaves o'er thy bed, 
Where thy mates of the garden 

Lie scentless and dead. 

. So soon may I follow, 

When friendships decay, 
And from love's shining circle 

The gems drop away ; 
When true hearts lie withered. 

And fond ones are flown, 
Oh who would inhabit 

This bleak world alone ! 



No. 217. 



THE MESSENGER BIRD. 

1st Social Choir, 40. 



Sd Melodeon 145. 

Thou art come from the spirit land, thou bird, 
Thou art come from the spirit land ; 

Thro' the dark pine grove let thy voice be heard, 
And tell of the shadowy band — tell of the 
' shadowy band. 



L_ 
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We know that the bowers are green and fair, 

In the light of that summer shore, 
And we know that the friends we have lost are 
there— ^ 

They are there, they are there, and they weep 
no more. 
But tell us, but tell us, 

Tell us, thou bird of the solemn strain, 
Can tl^ose we hare loved forget ! 

II: We call, and they answer not again ; :|| 
say, do they love us yet ?— do they love us yet ? — 

do they love us yet ? 
We call them far through the silent night. 

And they speak not from cave nor hill ; 
We know, thou bird, that this land is bright, 

But say, oh say, do they love there still? 
II: Do they love there still ! 



No. 218. WE PARTED IN SILENCE. 

Sheet Mono, (Baker.) 

1. We parted in silence — we parted at night — ' 

On the banks of that lonely riv^r, 
, Where the fragrant pin6s their boughs unite — 
We met, and we parted forever. 
The night-bird's song and the stars above 

Told many a touching story. 
Of friends long passed to the kingdom of love, 
U: Where the soul wears its mantle of glory. :j| 
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2. We parted in silence— our cheeks were wet 

With tears that were past controlling, 
And we vowed we would never — no, never — 
forget, 

While the dark wave beneath us was rolling ', 
But the lips that echoed that vow of mine, 

Are cold as that lonely river, 
And the sparkling eye — the spirit's shrine— 
II: Has shrouded its fire forever. :|I 

3. And now on that midnight sky I look. 

And my heart grows full to weeping ; 
For each star to me is a sealed* book. 

Some tale of that loved one keeping. 
We parted in silence — we parted at night— 

On the banks of that lonely river ; 
But the odor and bloom of those bygone years, 

Shall hang 'round its waters forever. 



No. 219. WE HAVE BEEN FRIENDS 
TOGETHER. 

SdMilodeoiiflO. 

1. We have been friends together, 
In sunshine and in shade, 
Since first beneath the chestnut tree, 
In infancy we played ; 

* The grave accent ( ^) over the ^d signifies that this 
Byllable is sounded separately. 
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But coldness dwells within thy heart, 

A cloud is on thy brow : 
We have been friends together, — 

Can a light word part us now ? 

2. We have been gay together ; 

We laughed at little jests* 
For the fount of hope was gushing. 

Warm and joyous in our breasts; 
But laughter now hath fled thy lip, 

And sullen glooms thy brow : 
We have been gay together, — 

Shall a light word part us now ? 

3. We have been sad together ; 

W'e have wept with bitter tears, 
O'er the gr^ss- grown graves where slumbered 

The hopes of early years ; 
The voices which are silent there 

Would bid thee clear thy brow : 
We have been sad together, — 

Oh, what shall part us now ? 



No. 220. COME AGAIN. 

ToangMelodiftfSl). 

1. We part — ^but 0, I prithee, come again, 
Come again J 
Hark ! echo hears, and bids thee come again, 
Come again; 
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A heart sincere, to welcome thee here, 
Thro' life shall remain ; 
So come again. 

2. With thee will joy and gladness 

Come again, come again ; 
But tho' thy lot be sadness, 

Come again, come again; 
Thy grief we '11 share, beguiling thy care, 

And soothing thy pain ; 
So come again. 

3. Where'er thy lot pursuing,* 

Come again ; 
Our anxious fears subduing, 

Come again; 
To Heav'n we '11 pray, when far, far away. 

Thy hopes to sustain ; 
So come again. 

4. Farewell, once more repeating, 

Come again ; 
Be still our parting greeting, 

Come again; 
The friends you leave, do not deceive, 

By vows that are vain; 
But come again. 



No. 221. WHAT FAIRY-LIKE MUSIC? 

TooDf Choir, 123. 1ft toI. Soekl Choir, 108. lit HelodMa, 91. 

1. What fairy-like music steals over the sea. 
Entrancing the senses with charm'd melody ? 
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What fairy-like music steals orer the sea, 
Entrancing the senses with charm'd melody ? 
'T is the voice of the mermaid, that floats o'er 

the main, 
As vshe mingles her song with the gondolier's 

strain. 

2. The winds are all hushM, and the waters at rest; 
They sleep like the passions in infancy's breast : 
The winds, &c. 
Till storms shall unchain them from out their 

dark cave, 
And break the repose of the soul and the wave. 



No. 222. THE TIME TO WALK 

1. II: Walk ! walk ! walk ! at morn. 

While the dew-drops weep ; :H 
Ij: While the birds on ev^ry tree, 
Tuneful matins keep. :|| 
La, la, la, &c. 

2. II: Walk ! walk ! walk ! at noon. 

When the breezes blow ; :|| 
II: Where thro' forests' deepest shade. 
Rippling waters flow. :|| 
La, la, la, &c. 

3. It: Walk ! walk ! walk ! at eve, 

When the sun sets clear ; :|| 
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II: When all sounds, to music beat, 
Sweetly meet the ear. .i| 
La, la, la, &c. 



Na 228. WHERE IS MY OWN BLUE SEA! 

POETRY BY ICBS. HBHANS. 

<2d Tol. KingsUy'f Social Choifi M8. 

1. Where is the sea ? — I languish here ! 

Where is my own blue sea ? 
With all its barks in fleet career. 

And flags and breezes free ! 
I miss that voice of waves which first 

Awoke my childhood's glee ; 
The measured chime, the thundering burst ! 
II: Where is my own blue sea ? :|| 

2. 0, rich your myrtle^s breath may rise ; 

Soft, soft your winds may be ; 
Yet my sick heart within me dies ! 

Where is my own blue sea ? 
I hear the shepherd's mountain flute*- 

I hear the whispering tree — 
The echoes of my soul are mute ! 
II: Where is my own blue sea ? :|| 



L... 



No. 224. SONG OF HOME. 

Tooof Voo«]iit,4B. 

1. Where the streamlet is flowing, 
Or the waterfalls pour; 
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Whea the soft breeze is blowing, 
Or the tempest doth roar ; 

0, how fresh in my mem'ry 
Is the moss-covered hill, 

Where in childhood I wandered, 
Bj the light dashing rill I 

2. When the dark shades of evening 

Shed around me their gloom, 
And the cold winds are moaning 

O'er the stranger^s lone tomb, 
0, how fresh to my fancy 

Is the willow that weeps, 
As it hangs o'er the green turf, 

Where my dear brother sleeps I 



No. 225. WHEN THE BATTLE IS O'ER. 

BT KABKT LOKaSQUVB. 

SlMetlCoik. 

1. When the battle is o^er, and the sounds of fight 

Have closed with the closing day, 
How happy, around the watchfire's light, 

To chat the long hours away ! 
To chat the long hours away, my boy, 

And talk of days to come ! 
Or a better still, and a purer joy. 

To think of our far off home ! &c. 

; 2. How many a cheek will then grow pale^ 
That never felt a tear I 
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And many a stalwart heart will qnail, 

That never quailed in fear ! 
The breast that, like some mighty rock, 

Amid the foaming sea, 
Bore high against the battle's shock, 

Now heaves like infancy, &c. 

3. And those who knew each other not, 

Their hands together steal ; 
Each think of some long hallowed spot. 

And all like brothers feel : 
Such holy thoughts to all are given ; 

The lowliest has his part ; 
The love of home, like love of heaven, 

Is woven in our heart. 



Na 228. THE MINUTE GUN AT SEA 

OdeoD, 103. Sheet Mosie, (W. P. King.) 

1. When in the storm, on Albion's coast. 
The night- wa^ch guards his weary post, 

From thoughts of danger free ; 
He marks some vessel's dusky form, 
And hears amid the howling storm, 

The minute gun at sea. 

2. Swift on the shore, a hardy few. 

The life-boat man with a gallant, gallant crew, 

And dare the dang'rous wave ; 
Thro' the wild surf they cleave their way, 
Lost in the foam, nor know dismay, 
For they go the crew to save. 
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3. But oh, what rapture fills each breast, 
Of the hopeless crew of the ship distress'di 
When landed safe, what joy to tell, 
Of all the dangers that befelL 
Then is heard no more, 
By the watch on the shore. 
The minute gun at sea. 



No. 227. '*Wte[EN THE MORNING FIRST 
DAWNS.'' 

Toonic H dodiit, 110. Shtet Musk, (Rooldu) 

1 . When the morning first dawns, 
We will seek the green hills, 
Before the horn from the peak wakes the plain ; 
Before the horn from the peak wakes the plain ; 
And list to to the hum of the wild mountain 

rill, 
Or join with pure hearts in the lark's thrilling 
strain ; 
' Or join with pure hearts in the lark's thrilling 
strain ; 

The lark's thrilling strain, 
Or join with pure liearts in the lark's thrilling 
strain. 
Hail, hail, the fresh morn, 
, List the chirp of the birds, 
Hark the pipe of the shepherd, 
Hark the low of the herds. 
While distant and dying, sweet echo brings 
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The sound of the horn, the village to chedr ; 
The sound of the horn, the village to cheer. 
La, la, la, la, la, la, la, la, la, la, la, la, la, la, 

la, la, la. 
La, la, la, la, la, la, la, la, la, la, la, la, la, la, 

la, la, la, la, la, la. 

2. When the first star of evening illumines the 
sky, 
And herds from the hills seek their home in 
• the vale ; 
Hand in hand we will roam the lone rivulet by, 
And list to the nightingale's heart-soothing 
tale ; 
Hail ! hail the calm eve, see the birds seek 

their nest ; 
See, the wife spreads the board, and the hind 

seeks her rest ; 
While distant and dying, sweet echo brings 

near. 
The sound of the horn,' the village to cheer. 
La, la, la, k(s 



No. 228. THE WANDERER'S RETURN. 

Vocalitt, 146. 

1. When my father's home forsaking. 
Far o'er sea and land to wander, 
When each tie that bound me breaking. 
Proud of freedom, gay I roam'd ; 
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Sweetly smiled the world before me, 
Sweetlj shone the heavens o'er me, 
Hope, on joyful pinions, bore me. 
Over paths with flowers perfumM. 

c2. When in distant lands a stranger, 
None I fouq^ to know or love me. 

When a lone and weary ranger. 
Sad I pined for friends and home ; 

Then how sad the world before me. 

Then how chill the heavens frownM o'er me, 

Hope no longer gaily bore me, 

Flow'rs, for me, no longer bloomM. 

3. When my footsteps, homeward turning, 
Sought once more the household altar, 
When my heart, impatient burning, 

LongM the dear ones there to greet ; 
Then how smiPd dear home before me. 
Then sweet memory fluttered o'er me. 
Then sweet hope's light pinions bore me, 
Peace and joy at home to meet. • 



No. 229. THE DEATH OF WARREN. 

POETRY BY BPES BABGENT, ESQ. 

Sheet Miuie, (Dempster. 

1. When the war cry of liberty rang through the 
land, 
To arms sprang our fathers, the foe to with- 
stand. 
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On old Banker Hill their entrenchments they rear, 
When the army is joined by a young volunteer. 
" Tempt not death !" cried his friends, but he 

bade them good-bye, 
II: Saying — ^*0h ! it is sweet for our country to 

die.":|| 

2. The tempest of battle now rages and swells, 
'Mitl the thunder of cannon, the pealing of bells : 
And alight, not of battle, illumes yonder spire — 
Scene of wo — scene of wo — ^'t is Charlestown on 

fire.! 
The young Tolunteer heedeth not the sad cry. 
But murmurs, ^' 't is sweet for our country to die ! 
T is sweet, oh I 't is sweet, for our country to 

die!" 

3. With trumpets and banners the foe draweth 

near ; 
A Tofley of musketry checks their career ! 
With the dead and the dying the hill-side is 

strewn, 
And they shout through the line '^ the day is our 

own." 
"Not yet," cries the young volunteer, " do they 

fly!" 
Stand firm ! stand firm ! 
,il: 'T is sweet, oh ! 't is sweet for our country to 

die. :|| 

4. Now our powder is spent — and they rally again ; 
"Retreat !" says our chief, " since unharmed we 

remain." 
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But the young volunteer lingers yet on the 

field, 
Reluctant to fly, and disdaining to yield. 
A shot ! ah ! he falls ! but his life's latest sigh, 

is, 
4 II: " 'T is sweet, oh ! 't is sweet for our country 

todie.":|| 

5. And thus Warren fell ! happy death ! noble 
fail ! 
To perish for country at Liberty's call ! 
Should the flag of invasion profane ever more, 
The blue of our seas, or the green of our shwe, 
May the hearts of our people re-echo that cry, 
II: ," 'T is sweet, oh ! 't is sweet for our country to 
die.":|| 



No. 280. WHEN UP THE MOUNTAIN CLIMBING. 

Voodift,k Mufieal Gemi, 189L 

1. Wh^n up tile mountain climbing, 
I sing this merry strain. 
La, la, &c. 
The echoes catch my music. 
And send it back again ; 
La, la, &c. 
When on the summit standing. 
High 'mid the cloudless blue, 
I raise my voice right merrily, 
And hail the world below. 
La, la, la, &c. 
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2. When lightening, hail, and thunder, 
Loud hissing, flash and roar, 
La, la, &c. 
I stand above their threatening. 
And sing above their roar j 
La, la, &c. ^ 

But when the sun is sinking, 

And shades are dark and long, 
I call my sheep from wandering. 
And lead them home with song. 
La, la, la, &c. 



No. 231. WINTER'S CRUEL REIGN IS OVER. 

Vocalist, 44. 

1. Winter's cruel reign is over; 

Vernal airs blow soft again, 
Soft again ; 
Blackbird, skylark, thrush, and plover, 
Join and sing this merry strain. 
Merry strain. 
Tra, la, la, la, &c. 

2. Messengers of Spring are flying. 

Far from regions over sea. 
Over sea ; 
Voice to voice its welcome crying. 
Raises songs of tuneful glee. 
Tuneful glee. 
Tra, la, la, la, &c. 
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3. Sheep and kine, their stalls forsaking, 
Snuff with joy the breath of Spring, 
Breath of Spring ; 
While the voice of song awaking, 
Makes the echoing woodlands ring. 
Woodlands ring. 
Tra, la, la, la, &o. 



No. 232. "WOODMAN. SPARE THAT TREE.^ 

School BiaKtT, 86. Sheet MasKj (H. BunIL) 

1. Woodman, spare that tree;- 

Touch not a single bough ; 
In youth it shelter'd me. 

And I '11 protect it now ! 
'T ^as my forefather's hand 

That placed it near his cot ; 
There, Woodman, let it stand, 

Thy axe shall harm it not. 

2. That old familiar tree. 

Whose glory and renown 
Are spread o'er land and sea, 

Say, y^ould'st thou hack it down ? 
Woodman, forbear thy stroke ; 

Cut not its earth-bound ties ; 
Oh, spare that aged oak. 

Now towering to the skies. 

3. When but an idle boy, 

I sought its grateful shade^ 
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In all her gushing joy ; 

Here, too, my sister played ; 
My mother kissed me here, 

My father pressM my hand,— • 
Forgive this foolish tear, 

But let that old oak stand. 

4. My heart-strings round thee cling, 

Close as thy bark, old friend ; 
Here shall the wild bird sing. 

And still thy branches bend. 
Old tree, the storm still brave ; 

And, Woodman, leave the spot; 
While I 've a hand to save. 

Thy axe shall harm it not. 



No. 238. MARSEILLES HYMN. 

lit Melodeon, 73. Odeon« 138 

. Ye sons of Freedom, wake to glory ! 

Hark ! hark ! what myriads bid you rise ! 
Your children, wives, and grandsires hoary, 
II: Behold their tears, and hear their cries ! :|| 
Shall lawless tyrants, mischief breeding. 
With hireling host, a ruffian band. 
Affright and desolate the land. 

While Peace and Liberty lie bleeding ? 
To arms, to arms, ye brave ! 

The patriot sword unsheathe; 
; March on, march on, all hearts resolved 



On liberty or death 
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2. Oh, Liberty ! can man resign thee, 
Once having felt thy glorious flame ? 
Can tyrants* bolts and bars confine thee, 
||: And thus thy noble spirit tame ? :|| 
Too long our country wept, bewailing 
The blood-stain'd sword our conq'rors wield j 
But Freedom is our sword and shield. 

And all their arts are unavailing. 
To arms, to arms, ye brave ! &c. 



Na 234. I SEE THEM ON THEIR WINDING WAY. 

Ift ToL Social Choir, 104. Odeon, 168. 

1. 1 see them on their winding way; 
About their ranks the moonbeams play; 
Their lofty deeds and daring high. 
Blend with their notes of victory ! 
I see them on their winding way; 
About their ranks the moonbeams play; 
Their lofty deeds and daring high, 
Blend with the notes of victory ! 
And waving arms and banners bright 
Are glancing in the mellow light — 
And waving arms and banners bright 
Are glancing in the mellow light. 
They 're lost and gone — the moon is past — 
The wood's dark shade is o'er them cast, 
And fainter, fainter, fainter still, 

II: The march is rising o'er the hill. :|| (d. c.) 
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2, Again, again, the pealing drum — 

The clash of horns ! they come, they come ! 
Through rocky pass and woody steep, 
In long and glittering files they sweep ; 
And nearer yet. and yet more near, 
The softened chorus meets the ear. 
Forth forth, and meet them on their way, 
The trampling hoofs brook no delay : 
With thrilling fife, and pealing drum, 
And clashing horn, they come, they come ! 

n: I s^e them on their winding way, Sec. :li 



No. 285. THERE IS NO HOME LIKE MY OWN. 

Touic Vocalist, 114. Qi vol. Soekl Choir, US. 

1. In the wild ehamois track, at the breaking of 
mom, 
With a hunter's pride, o'er the mountain side, 
We are led by the sound of the Alpine horn. 
Tra, la, la, &c. 
0, that voice to me is a voice of glee, 

Wherever my footsteps roam ; 
And I long to bound, when I hear that sound, 
Again to my mountain home. 

(O.C.flnt41iaM.) 

2. 1 have crossed the proud Alps, I have sailed 
down the Rhone ; 
And there is no spot like the simple cot, 
And the home in the valley I call my own. 
Tra, la, la, &c. 
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There the skies are bright, and our hearts are 
light, 

And our bosoms without a fear ; 
For our toil is play, and our sport the fray, 

With the roe or forest deet. 

(D. C. lIxBt 4 Unea of Terse 7.) 



No. 236. THE OLD YANKEE LADY. 

POETRY BY . • 

Youns Melodist, 140. 
Qd vol. HelodeoB, 197. Sheet Mode, ( Old ErtfHih GentUtmtm,) H. RnaidL 

1. 1 '11 sing you a good old song, 't is now so much 

the rage, 
Of a ^ood old Yankee lady, who had lived to a 

good old age ; ' 

And who had no servant^ in her house, such 

things were then unknown. 
But help she had in plenty, and she helped them 

every one. 
This good old Yankee lady, one of the olden 

time. 

2. This Yankee lady's best front room was always 
very trim. 
Around the walls the chairs were placed, and 

look'd amazing prim; 
The tongs and shovel never dared their stand-* 
ing rules to vary, 
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And no one meddled with her books, for rather 

literary 
Was this good old Yankee lady, one of the. olden 

time 

3. Beneath the parlor table, stood upright the best 

tea-tray, 

And the best china, never used, except on Sab- 
bath day. 

Or when the minister came in, to make his 
pastoral call, 

Was in the little cupboard, made in the parlor wall, 

By this good old Yankee lady, one of the olde^ 
time. 

4. Her husband was a general, or some such noble 

thing, 
(And a Yankee general, you know, looks down 

upon a king j) 
Her brother was a major, her eldest son was 

^^cap'n" — 
Deem not these glorious dignities at all too 

much to happen, 
, To this good old Yankee lady, one of the olden 

time. 

5. She liked to go to different shops, the fashions 

new to see, 
She liked to ask her friends to come and take 

with her their tea ; 
Then sitting o'er the social cup, she told, to 

make them wonder. 
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How such a thing was worth so much and 

bought for so much under, 
By this good old Yankee lady, one of the olden 

time. 

6. And if the company said nothing very wise, 
At least they eat hot buckwheat cakes and 

excellent mince-pies ; 
For she was a good manager, and always ruled 

the roast — 
I 'm speaking literally, you know, and do not 

mean to boast. 
Of this good old Yankee lady, one of the oldeu 

time. 

7. Like other men the general was fond of ample 

living, 
But still this Yankee lady kept the best until 

Thanksgiving. 
Then sons and daughters came to eat the 

pumpkin-pies and cake ; 
Turkeys and doughnuts are prepared, and all a 

* welcome take. 
From this good old Yankee lady, one of the olden 

time. 

8. This Yankee lady very neat in calicoes was 

dress'd ; 
But a black satin or a French merino was her 

best ; 
She very early went to bed, and very early 

rose ; 
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She knew a hundred tunes or more, and sang 

them through her nose, 
Like a good old Yankee lady, one of the olden 

time. 

9. When she could live no longer, this good old 

lady died ; 
She lay beneath the tombstone on whicn her 

husband lied ; 
For he said he was disconsolate, and should be 

all his life ; 
But ere a second year was out he took a second 

wife, 
Another Yankee lady, one of the olden time. 



Na 247. THE FINE OLD ENGLISH GI!nTLEMAN. 

9a Mdodeon, 181. Sheet Music, (H. RuneU.) 

Young Melodist, 140. 

1. 1 '11 sing you a good old song, made by a good 

old pate, 
Of a fine old English gentleman, who had an 

old estate. 
And who kept up his old mansion at a bountiful 

old rate. 
With a good old porter to relieve the old poor 

at his gate. 
Like a fine old English gentleman, all of the 

olden time. 
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2. His hall so old was huog around with pikes^ 

and guns, and bows, 
With swords and good old bucklers which had 

stood 'gainst many foes ; 
'T was there " his worship'' sat in state, in 

doublet and trunk hose, 
And quaff 'd a cup of good old wine, to warm 

his good old nose, 
Like a fine old, &c. 

3. When Winter cold bro't Christmas old; he 

opened house to all, 
And tho' threescore and ten his years, he featly 

led the ball; 
Nor was the houseless wanderer then driven 

from the hall, 
For wHile he feasted all the great, he ne'ei 

forgot the small. 
Like a fine, &c. 

4. But Time, though old, is strong in flight, and 

years rolPd swiftly by, , 

When Autumn's falling leaf proclaimed this 

good old man must die ; 
He laid him down right tranquilly and breathed 

life's latest sigh. 
While heavy sadness fell around, and tears 

bedw'd each eye, 
For this fine old, &c. 
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Na 288. THE VOICE OF SPRING. 

lit voL Soeitl Choir, 11-^ rol., 183. 
JoTcnOe Choir, 114. 9d Mdodeon, T3. 

1. 1 come, I come ; ye have called me long ; 
I come o'er the mountain with light and song ; 
Ye may trace my steps o'er the wakening earth, 
By the winds which tell of the violet's birth ; 
By the primrose stars in the shadowy grass ; 
By the green leaves opening as I pass. 
Ye may trace my step o'er the wakening earth, 
By the winds which tell of the violet's birth ; 
By the primrose stems in the shadowy grass ; 
By the green leaves opening as I pass. 

2.1 have looked o'er the hills of the stormy north. 
And the larch has hung all his tassels forth ; 
The fishes are out on the sunny sea, 
And the reindeer bound o'er the pastures free ; 
And the pine has a fringe of softer green, 
And the moss looks bright where my step hath 

been. 
From the streams and the founts I have- loosened 

the chain, 
They are sweeping on to the silvery main ; 
They are flashing down from the mountain 

brows, 
They are flinging spray o'er the forest boughs ; 
They are bursting fresh from their sparry caves, 
And the earth resounds with the joy of the 

waves. ^ 
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No. 239. THE HUMMING BIRD. 

JarenMe Choir, 88. Itt nA. Social Choir, IS. 

Flora's Fcstiral, 45. 

l.I come where the hare-bell and violet lie 
sleeping, 
And sip with the wild bee their odor away ; 
I come where the buds of the musk-rose are 
sleeping, 
'Till they thrill into bloom at the sound of 
my lay. 
I come where the jasmine, the willow is wreath- 
ing, 
And cool rippling waters glide murmuring 
along ; 
Where summer her spiciest fragrance is breath- 
ing, 
And turf, stream, and valley break out into 

song. 
Break out into song — ^break out into song. 

2.1 come where cool waters in freshness are 
flowing. 
Where rocked on their bosom the pale lily 
grows ; 
I come where the glad laughing zephyrs are 
blowing, 
And sleep in the perfume they 've stole from 
the rose. 
I come, whererall lulled by the gush of the 
fountain, 
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The wood- turtle dreams through the long 

summer day ; 
Now loitering o^er valley, now wheeling o'er 

mountain, 
,Till my flowers have faded in beauty away. 



No. 240. I DREAM OF ALL THINGS FREE. 

Vooalkt, 90. 9d roL KingAtjH Social Choir, 84 

1. 1 dream of all things free, — 
A gallant, gallant bark, 
That sweeps through storms and sea, 

'Like arrow to its mark; 
A stag, that o'er the mountains 

Goes bounding in his glee; 
A thousand flashing fountains ; 
||: Of all things glad and free. lO 

2. 1 dream of some proud bird ; 

A bright-eyed mountain king f 
In visions I have heard 

The rustling of his wing. 
I follow some wild river, 

On which no sail may be ; 
Dark woods around it shiver; 
II: I dream of all things free. :|| 

3. A happy forest child, 

'Mid fawns and flowers at play; 
An Indian 'mid the wilds, 
With stars to guide his way; 
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A chief his warriors leading ; 

The archers' greenwood tree; 
My heart in chains is bleeding, 
II: Yet dreams of all things free. :1| 



No. 241. THE BETTER LAND. 

Ist vol. Social Choir, 69. 

1. "I hear thee speak of the better land; 
Thou calPst its children a happy band ! 
Mother, where is that radiant shore ? 
Shall we not seek it, and weep no more? 
Is it where the flower of the orange blows, 
And the fire-flies glance thro' the myrtle boughs? 
Is it where the flower of the orange blows, 
And the fire-flies glance thro' the myrtle 
boughs?" 
"Not there, my child ! — ^not there, my child!" 

" Is it far away in some region old, 
Where the rivers wander o'er sands of gold ? 
Where the burning rays of the ruby shine, 
And the diamond lights up the secret mine. 
And the pearl gleams forth from the coral strand? 
Is it there, sweet mother, that better land?" 

" Not there, not there, my child ! 
Eye hath not seen it, my gentle boy ; 
Ear hath not heard its deep songs of joy; 
Dr6ams cannot picture a world so fair ! 
Sorrow and death may not enter there; 
Time doth not breathe on its fadeless bloom, 
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Far beyond the clouds and beyond the tomb : — 
It is there, it is there, my child !" 



No. 242. OUR OWK FIRESIDK 

9d MdodfOB, 68. 

1. 1 love thee more, my own fireside, 
Than lofty halls of stately pride ! 
The smiles I meet there know no change, 
The hearts around it never range : 
All our hopes are garnered there, 
For every joy or every care, 
Tho' fortune frown or good betide ; 
Are centered round our own fireside — 

• Our own fireside — our own fireside — 
Are centered round our own fireside ! 

2. There, oft, too, solemn dreams will come. 
Of those who shared our cheerful home; 
The young, the good, the loved, the dead, 
Who round our hearth a blessing shed : 
Regrets that wring the heart with pain, 
Bright hopes that bid us smjle again. 
Kind looks more dear than aught beside, 
Are centered round our own fireside — 
Our own fireside^-our own fireside — 
Are centered round our own fireside ! 
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Na 24a HUSH I YOU SING TOO LOUD, (bouto.) 

1. Hush ! hush I hush ! you sing so loud, 

t can 't hear the base. 

2. No, ^i is you who sing so loud, 

'T is ever the case. 

3. Piano ! piano I piano I * 



No. 244. THE GONDOLIER, (bascakolli.) 

Odio^O. 

1 . How gaily rows the gondolier, 
The gondolier, the gondolier ! 

When joy and hope his light bark steer, 

His light bark steer. 
Cheer'ly the southern breeze he braves, 

Cheer'ly, cheer'ly braves, 
And boldly stems the swelling waves, 

Stems the swelling waves. 
How gaily rows, &c. 

2. The gondolier, how light he rows, 
How light he rows, how light he rows I 
When not a star its radiance throws, 

Radiance throws. 
Cheerily the southern, &c. 
How gaily rows, &c. 
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No. 245. HOW LOVELY ARE THE WOODS. 

Vocalist, 169. 

1. II: How lovely are the woods, 

The verdant, verdant woods ! :I| 
When sweetly the birds are all singing, 
When thanks for the morning are ringing, 
Around in the verdant woods, 
The verdant, verdant woods ! 
Trala, trala, trala, trala. 

2. II: 0, how I love the woods. 

The verdant, verdant woods ! :|| 
Where light swinging branches are twinkling. 
With dew-drops that softly are sprinkling 
The leaves of the verdant woods, 
The verdant, verdant woods ! 
Trala, trala, trala, trala. 

3. II: Come with me to the woods. 

The verdant, verdant woods ! :|| 
Call Echo, who dwells by the mountain, 
To answer your voice from the fountain. 
That springs in the verdant woods. 
The verdant, verdant woods ! 
Trala, trala, trala, trala. 



No. 246. OUR WAY ACROSS THE SEA. 

1st Mdodeon, 1Q6. Ist Social Ckoir, 86. 

1. Home, fare thee well ! — the ocean storm is o'er 5 
The weary pennon woos the steward wind ; 
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Fast speeds the bark; and now the less'ning 
shore 
Sinks in the wave with tJ^ose we leave behind. 
Fare thee well, land of the free ! 
No tongue can tell the love I bear to thee ! 

2. We wreath no bowl to drink a gay good-bye, 

For tears would fall unbidden in the wine ; 
And while reflected was the mournful eye. 

The sparkling surface e'en would cease to 
shine. 
Then fare thee well, once more, once more ! 
The ocean's swell now hides my native shore. 

3. See where yon star its diamond light displays, 

Now seen, now hid, beneath the swelling sail ! 
Hope rides in gladness on its streaming rays, 

And bids us on, and bribes the fav'ring gale. 
Then, Hope, we bend in joy to thee, 
And careless wend our way across the sea. 



No. 247. THE HEARTH. 

YoQiifr Vocalist, 113. Vocalist, IS. 

1. Here on this quiet, fire-lit hearth, 
We '11 join in merry singing. 

And happy be as aught on earth, 
Away our sorrows flinging; 

II: Our gladden'd praise for happy days, 
To God their author bringing. :|| 
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2. Here love shall wreath a golden chain, 

To bind us all together, 
And naught on earth shall e'er again 

Our bonds of friendship sever ; x 

II: The merry song of this our throng. 

Shall cheer our hearts forever. :|| 

3. The flame upon our hearth that burns, 

Ascends above towards heaven, 
And oft to God remembrance turns, 

Who all our bliss has given ; 
||: And prompts our praise to him whose ways, 

Are good at morn or even. :|| 



No. 248. SPRINGTIME. 

Musical Gems, 54. Vooaliit, 89. 

1 . Heigh ho ! little flower, flourish and blossom. 

Let thy bud in beauty break ; 
Let thy fragrant sweetness wake ! 
Heigh ho ! little flower, flourish and blossom ! 

2. Heigh ho ! gentle breeze, kindly regale us ! 

Mild the sky that smiles above. 
Earth beneath is filPd with love ; 
Heigh ho ! gentle breeze, kindly regale us. 

3. Heigh ho 1 meadow streams, welcome your 

flowing ! 
Hie along 'mid hills and dells. 
Bright your silv'ry rippling swells ; 
Heigh ho ! meadow streams ! welcome your 
flowing ! 
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4. Heigh ho ! birds of Spring ! sing forth your 

pleasures ! 
As ye pass on nimble wing, 
Let your gladdening music ring ! 
Heigh ho ! birds of Spring ! sing forth your 
pleasures ! 

5. Heigh ho ! heart of man, join the rejoicing ! 

Wilt thou let thyself be sad, 
When all else around thee 's glad ? 
Heigh ho ! heart of man, join the rejoicing 1 



Na 249. **IiAND OF SONG AND SUNNY SKIES." 

ToHOK BldodUti 97. Sheet Music. 

1. Happy land ! happy land ! 

Whate'er my fate in life may be, 
Still again ! still again ! 

My thoughts will cling to thee. 
Land of love and sunny skies, 

Rich in joy and beauty, 
Merry hearts and laughing eyes, 

Still make affection duty. 
Oh, happy land ! happy land ! 

Ne'er from thee my heart can stray, 
I would fain hear again, 

Thy merry mountain lay. 
La, la, la, la, la, la, la, la, la, la, la, la, la, 

la, la, la. 
La, la, la, la, la, la, la, la, la, la, la, la, la, 
la, la, la, la, la, la, la, la. 
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2. Happy land ! happy land ! 

Whatever my fate in life may be, 
Still again ! still again ! 

My thoughts will cling to thee. 
Like that bird of love and song, 

Far from its lov'd dwelling, 
When into the wild air flung, 

What joy its note is telling. 
Oh ! happy land ! &c. 



No. 250. THE EVENING BELL. 

Totmg Ifeloditt, 45. Odeon, 187. 

1 . Hark ! the pealing. 
Softly stealing 

Evening bell, 
Sweetly Echoed 
Down the dell. 

2. Welcome, welcome, 
Is thy music, 

Silvery bell ! 
Sweetly telling 
Day's farewell. 

3. Day is sleeping, 
Flowers are weeping 

Tears of dew ; 
Stars are peeping, 
Ever true. 
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4. Grove and mountain, 
Field and fountain, 

Faintly gleam 
In the ruddy 
Sunset beam. 

5. Happy hour ! 
May thy power 

Fill my breast ; 

Each wild passion 

Soothe to rest. 



No. 261. HARKl T IS THE BELLS. 

Boston Olee Book, IN). 

Hark ! 't is the bells of a village church ! — how 
pleasantly 
They strike on the ear, and how merrily they 
ring ! 
Come^ let us join, and we '11 imitate their melody; 
Let each take a part in the harmony, and sing. 
I love a merry peal of bells ! 
Of hope and joy their music tells; 
When travelling homewards merrily, 
They greet us ever cheerily. 
Hark! 't is the bells of a village church! — ^how 
pleasantly 
They strike on the ear, and how merrily they 
ring! 



,y Google 



CONCERTED PIECES. 2$9 

No.252. HAEKl ABOVE US, ON THE MOUM'AlJT. 

Boston dee Book,^ 

1 . Hark ! above us, on the mountain, 

Mournful tolls the funeral bell ; 
While a shepherd's boy so gaily, 
Sings below us in the dell. 

2. Now the train, the steep ascending, 

Chant the chorus loud and clear ; 
HushM the shepherd's song of gladness, 
As the sound comes o'er his ear. 

3. To their long home, dark and silent, 
All in turn consigned must be; 

Youthful shepherd ! youthful shepherd ! 
Soon that bell shall toll for thee. 



No. 263. CHILD'S RETURN FROM THE 
WOODLAND. 

loTenile Choir, 89. <2d vol. Social Choir, M. 

1 . Hast thou been in the woods with the honey bee ? 
Hast thou been with the lambs in the pasture 

free? 
With the hare, through the copses and dingles 

wild ; 
With the butterfly, over the heath, fair child ? 
Yes ; the light fall of thy bounding feet 
Hath not startled the wren from her mossy seat; 
Yet hadt thou ranged the green forest dells. 
And brought back a treasure of buds and bells. 
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2. Thou knowest not the light wherewith fairy lore 
Sprinkles the turf and the daisies o'er; 
Enough for thee are the dews that sleep, 
Like hidden gems, nn the flower-urns deep ; 
Enough the rich crimson spots that dwell 
'Midst the gold of the cowslip's perfumed cell, 
And the scent by the blossoming sweet-briar 

shed. 
And the beauty that bows the wood-hyacinth's 
head. 

3. 0, happy child ! in thy fawn-like glee. 
What is remembrance or thought to thee ? 
Fill thy bright locks with those gifts of Spring; 
O'er thy green pathway their colors fling ; 
Bind them in chaplet and wild festoon; 
What if to droop and to perish soon ? 
Nature hath mines of such wealth, and thou 
Never will prize its delights as now. 

4. For a day is coming to quell the tone. 
That rings in thy laughter, thou joyous one ; 
And to dim thy brow with a touch of care. 
Under the gloss of its clustering hair ; 

And to tame the flash of thy cloudless eyes. 

Into the stillness of Autumn skies ; 

And to teach thee that Grief hath her needful 

part, 
'Midst the hidden things of each human heart. 

5. Yet, shall we mourn, gentle child, for this ? 
Life hath enough of yet holier bliss ! 
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Such be thy portion, thy bliss, to look 

With a reverent spirit through Nature^s book; 

By fount, by forest, by river's line. 

To track the paths of a love divine ; 

To read the deep meanings — to see and hear 

God in earth's garden, and not to fear. 



No. 264. GUADALQUIVER, GENTLE RIVER. 

POETET BY O. JEFFRYS. 

2d vol. Kingsley^B Social Choir. 160. 

l.Guadalquiver, gentle river ! 

O'er the vales of fertile Spain, 
In the sunshine of thy beauty. 

Like a monarch thou dost reign. 
On thy banks I love to wander, 

In the summer moonbeam's glance, 
When Iberias' dark-eyed daughters 

Mingle in the joyous dance. 
Guadalquiver, gentle river. 

O'er the vales of fertile Spain, 
In the sunshine of thy beauty. 

Like a monarch thou dost reign. 

2. Bright as ever are thy waters, 

And I love to look on thee. 
For thy brightness is an emblem 

Of returning joys to me. 
Guadalquiver, gentle river. 

Thou dost wake the olden strain, 
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And the songs I sung in childhood, 
Now shall welcome thee again. 

Guadalquiyer, gentle river, 
O'er the vales of fertile Spain, 

In the sunshine of thy beauty, 
Like a monarch thou dost reisfn. 



No. 266. FOR FREEDOM, HONOR, AND NATIVE 
LAND. 

Vocalist, U 

1. For freedom, honor, and native land, 
Each Liberty's son shall forever stand ; 
The host of the foe he will never fear. 
When ruin shall threaten a land so dear. 

CHORUS. 

All united, unaffrighted, 
March we on in Freedom's cause, 
Bound in love to Freedom's laws, 
Freedom's faithful band, 
II: True to Freedom's land ! :|| 

2. Abuse of power will the free repel ; 

The flames of sedition they'll strive to quell ; 
Alike are they friendly to equal rights, 
And hostile to anarchy's deadly blights. 
All united, &c. 

3. For equal laws, and for heaven's pure word, 
The hosts of the free have their life-blood 

poured; 
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And never shall freedom's pure spirit die, 
'Till earth under bondage shall cease to sigh. 
All united, &c. 



No. 286. THE BEIGHT BIRD. 

Ift Tol. 8oeUl Cboif) M. 

1. Fly on, nor touch thy wing bright bird, 
Too near our shaded home of earth, 

Fly on, nor seek a place of rest, 
In this abode of care-worn things ; 

'T would dim the light of thy shining crest, 
And of thy brightly burnished wings, 

To dip them where the waters glide, 

That flow from a troubled earthly tide ; 

Fly on, bright bird, on, bright bird, 

Fly on, bright bird, on, bright bird ; 

On, on, on, bright bird ; on, on, on, bright 
bird. 



No. 257. FAREWELL TO MY HOME. 

Jayenile CkoiTj 88. 

1. Farewell to my home ; 

Your scenes of bliss I bid adieu. 
And far distant roam, 

From those I love, and thee my home : 
A father's eye, with tender care, 

A mother's love will not be there ; 
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Yet, trusting in God, 
Though far away, I will not fear. 

2. Farewell to my home ; 

Your scenes of bliss I bid adieu, 

And far distant roam ; 
E'en now thy hills fade from my view. 

! think of me at evening's hour; 
When gathering round the altar there, 
When holy thoughts ascend in prayer, 
And holy sounds swell on the ear, 

Trusting in God, 
Though far away, I will not foar. 



No. 258. FAR, FAR, O'ER HILL AND DELL. 

Ut Melodeon, 149. Odeon, 180. 1st vol. Social Choir, 849. 

1. Far, far, o'er hill and dell. 

On the winds stealing. 
List to the convent bell, 

Mournfully pealing. 
Hark ! hark ! it seems to say, 
As melt those sounds away. 
So earthly joys decay, 

Whilst new their feeling. 

2. Now, through the charmed air, 

Slowly ascending, 
List to the chanted prayer, 
Solemnly blending. 
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Hark ! hark ! it seems to say, 
Turn from such joys away, 
To those which ne'er decay, 
Tho' life is ending. 



No. 269. GOOD-BYE.* 

Shi 

1. "Farewell, farewell," is d lonely sound. 

And always brings a sigh ; 
But give to me, when lov'd ones part, 

II: That dear old word, " Good-bye ! :I| 
But give to me, when lov'd ones part. 

That dear old word, ** Good-bye !" 

2. " Farewell, farewell," t may do for the gay. 

When Pleasure's throng is nigh; 
But give 10 me that better word, ! 

Which comes from the heart, '^ Good-bye !" 
||: Which comes from the heart, "Good-bye !" :|| 
But give to me that better word. 

Which comes from the heart, '^Good-bye !" 

3. " Adieu, adieu," | we hear it oft, 

With a tear — ^perhaps with a sigh ] 
But the heart feels most when the lips are mute, 

II: And the eye speaks a gentle " Good-bye !" :|| 
But '.he heart, &c. 

* The pkraM, *< Gooi-b^,** is a eontnetion for Qod b* with yow. 
t Fare-well (the Teutonic root of the word far€ a^aifief, to go—n in 
> wtijf-faring.) 

S Jidieu fignifies, in French, to €hd—Lt.t to Ood I commit yoa. 
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4. " Farewell, farewell,'' is never heard, 
When the tear 's in the mother's eye j 

"Adieu, adieu," she speaks it not. 
But, my love, " Good-bye, good-bye," — 

II: But, ray love, "Good-bye," &c. 



Na 260. DREAM ON. 

lit Mdodeon, ITS. Tyrolean Lyre, 91. 

1 . Dream on, in life's bright rosy day. 

When Hope is deck'd with flowers ; 
When all is gladsome as the ray. 
Which shines o'er Beauty's bowers. 
Dream on, dream on, dream on. 

2. Dream on, when riper years have come, 

Cershadowing with their wings. 
Each idol of the heart's deep home, 
To which the memory clings. 
Dream on. 

3. Dream on, in spite of coming years, 

That hasten to destroy. 
And bury, 'mid the tide of tears. 
All trace of present joy. 
Dream on. 

4. Dream on — ^upon the waking soul 

Hope's rainbow hues are cast, 
And waves of blissful sunlight roll 
Upon the darksome past. 
Dream on. 
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No. 261. EVERYWHERE I FIND A BROTHER. 

Vooaliat, 109. 

1. 11: Everywhere I find a brother, 

Find a welcome free and kind ; :ll 
North or south, where'er I wander, 
True and noble hearts I find : 
||: Gay I go. and gay I come ; :|| 
II: Ev'ry place to me alike is home. :|| 

2. II: Feather-light my pack hangs on me, 

Strong and springing is my tread j :|| 
And where'er the sun may leave me, 

There I find my board and bed : 
II: Food is sweet where'er I come ; :|| 
II: Ev'ry place to me alike is home. :|| 

3. II: Wand'ring through the lonely forest, 

Birds are my companions sweet ; 
And in city, hut, or palace. 

Smiles and friendly looks I meet ; 
II: Friends are kind where'er I come j :|| 
II: Ev'ry place to me alike is home. :|| 



No. 262. CANADIAN BOAT SONG. 

Toong Choir, 106. lit Mdodeon, 43. <M vol. Social Choir, 113. 

1. Faintly as tolls the evening chime, 
Our voices keep tune, and our oars keep time— 
Our voices ke6p tune, and our oars keep time. 
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Soon as the woods on the shore look dim, 
We 41 cheerfully sing our parting hymn ! 
Row, brothers, row, the stream runs fast. 
The rapids are near, and the daylight 's past— 
The rapids are near, and the daylight 's past. 

2. Why should we yet our sails unfurl ? 

There is not a breath the blue waves to curl- 
There is not a breath the blue waves to curl. 
But when the wind blows off the shore, 
Oh, sweetly we 41 rest our weary oar. 
Blow breezes, blow, the stream runs fast, 
The rapids are near, and the daylight 's past — 
The rapids are near, and the daylight 's past. 



No. 263. THE SCHOOLMASTER. 



(bass solo.) master. 



Come, come my children, let me see 

How you can say your A. B. C. ; 

Bring your books, and hither come to me. 

And let me hear your E. F. G. 

Bring your books, and frightened don 't you be. 

While you repeat to me your L. M. N. 0. P. 

Come, come my darlings, and let me see 

How you can say your X. Y. and Z. 
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II: A. B. C. D. E. F. G. H. I. J. K. L. M. N. 0. P. :|| 
||:Q. R. S. T. U. W. V.ill 
X. Y. and Z. Oh dear me ! 
I cannot say my A. B. C. 

• Master tingi taeh of the three following stanzu, while the tehoAan re- 
peat, as above, three times. 

1. II: A. B. C. D. E. F. G. H. T. J. K. L. M. N. 0. P. :|| 

To one. 
Do'nt you be so much alarmed, 
Don't you cry — you shan't be harmed. 

To another. 
Don't you laugh, you rogue, at me. 
Mind, I say, your A. B. C, 
Else I will whip you, and keep you after school. 
Because you are a naughty boy and don't mind 
my rule. 

To one. 

2. Not so, not so, not so, not so ! 

To another. 
Bravo ! bravo, bravo, boy, how well your task 
you know ! 

To one. 
Not so, not so, not so, you stupid boy — 

To another. 
That 's right, iny dearest child, you are your 

master's joy. 
Take good care now — shut your books. 
On your master fix your looks ; 
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If you miss what e'er I tell you, 
And don't mind the words I spell you, 
Then I will whip you, and beat you all around ; 
Silence ! softly ! silence ! let me not hear a 
sound. 

3. II: B. A. B. bab, B. E. B. beb ; ba, be, bi, bo, ba, 
Ra, re, ri, ro, ru ; C. A. ca, and C. U. cu. :ll 

A. B. ab, E. B. eb, I. B. ib, O. B. ob, 

B. A. ba, B. E. be, B. I. bi, B. O. bo ; 

L. A. B. lab, L. E. B. leb, na, ne, ni, no, nu, 
Sa, se— what d' ye mean, you rogue, by twisting 
off my cue ? 

MASTER. (solo.) 

Is it not a cruel fate, a master thus to bej 

Doom'd to teach such naughty boys, such 
blunder-heads as these ? 

Who can tell my misery, the pains each day 
endured, 

While my griefs, my troubles dire, I know can- 
not be cured. 

Nothing else but letters telling. 

Ruling books, and hard words spelling ; 

Pens a making, boys a shaking ; 

Reading, writing, scolding, fighting. 

Coaxing on the stubborn ones, and pushing on 
the lazy ; 

Toils like these are hard enough to drive a poor 
man crazy. 
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No. 264. THE ORPHAN FLOWER GIRL. 

School SiAger, 130. 

!. Come, buy my littl-e roses red, 
Come, buy my roses red ; 
Sowed and bloomed in Sorrow's bed, 
Bloomed in Sorrow's bed. 
Sorrow marked me for her own, 
Wand'ring through the world alone ; 
Made me orphan j ah, 't is true, 
Then pity while I sing to you — 
Come, buy my roses red, 
Come, buy my little roses red, 
Buy my roses red. 

Sowed and bloomed in Sorrow's bed. 
Bloomed in Sorrow's bed ; 
Buy, who '11 buy ray little roses red — 
Buy, who '11 buy my roses, roses red. 

2. There is H: a tear on yonder leaf, :|| 

'T is there, lh to mark an orphan's grief; :|| 

To my little heart to tell, 

Tho'ts I would remember well. 

Mother wept for me, 't is true — 

Then pity, while I sing to you — 

Come, buy my roses red, 

Come, buy my little roses red, kc, 

3. There is II: a hue onyonder gem, :ll 
So pale H: upon its feeble stem :|| 
Drooping, that it seemed forgot, 
Bright' ning sunshine warmed it not ; 
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Forsalcen bnd, like me, 't is true, 
Then pity while I sing to you — 
Come, buy my roses red, 
Come buy my little roses red, &c. 

4. The sun ||: will paint the roses red, :|| 
The dew ||: will raise their drooping head;:| 
Thus some kind friendly smile appears, 
Sweetly soothing all my fears. 
Thus mother smiled on me, 't is true, 
Then pity while I sing to you — 
Come buy my roses red. 
Gome, buy my little roses red, &c. 



Ka 266. COME SING THIS BOUND WCTH ME. 



Come, sing this round with me, 
And, if we all agree, 
We 'II laugh right merrily — 
Ha, ha, ha, &c. 



WILT THOU LEND ME THY MARE, (round.) 

Botton Qle* Book, fit. Keir*To«k CHm Book, 21. 

1 . Wilt thou lend me thy mare to go a mile ? 
No, she 's lamed, leaping over a stile. 

2. But if thou wilt her to me spare, 
Thou shalt hare money for thy mare. 
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3. Oh ! oh ! say you so ! 
1|: Money will make the mare to go. :|| 



COME LET 'S SING A MERRY ROUND. 

Moiical Gems, 154. Boston Olee Bookj !a9. 

1. Come, let 's sing a merry round, 

Wake the cheerful glee, 
Sing aloud in joyful song, 
Happy, happy, we. 

CHOEUS. 

Happy we, oh ! happy we, oh ! 

Happy, happy, happy, happy we, &c. 
Sing around, with joyful sound, 

M^ppy? ^^ppy? w® — ^s-ppy? ^^^ippy? ^^) &c. 

2. Every anger hence away. 

Evil passions flee. 
Why should we indulge them, say : 
Hence from you and me ! — you and me \ 

(Chorus M to fint vene.} 



No. 266. COME TO THE MOUNTAIN. 

Young VocaUst, 66. Sheet Mario, (J. P. Knight.) 

1. Come to the mountain ! — there 's freedom and 

health. 
Unknown 'mid the dwellings of splendor and 

wealth; [blow, 

There 's joy on the hills when the merry winds 
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That ne'er can be foond in the valleys below : 
There light, life, and liberty e'er may be found; 
The spirit of Freedom seems hov'ring around ; 
There the chamois are bounding in innocent glee. 
Oh, there 's joy on the mountain ! — then come 
there with me. 

2. Come to the mountain ! — the first blush of day 
Shall lead us afar from the valleys away: 
With bugle and spear, o'er the mountain we '11 
climb, [sublime. 

Where man walks with Nature, in grandeur 
Oh, leave ye the bright halls of music and song. 
For brief are the raptures to them that belong ; 
On the hills of our fathers, the hills of the free. 
Is the home of the hunter! — then come there 
with me. 



No. 267. THE MOUNTAIN HOME. 

WORDS BT THOMAS POWER, ESQ. 
Mofieal Gemi , 78. Toong Voealist, S4. 

1. Come, come, come, come. 
O'er the hills, free from care; 
In my home true pleasure share ; 
Blossoms sweet, flowers most rare; 

Come where joys are found. 
Here the sparkling dews of morn. 
Tree and shrub w^ith gems adorn ; 
Jewels bright, gaily worn ; 

Beauty all around. 
Tra, la, la, &c. 
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2. Come, come, come, come ; 
Not a sigh, not a tear. 

E'er is found in sadness here ; 
Music soft, breathing near, 

Charms away each care; 
Birds, in joyous hours, among 
Hill and dell, with grateful song, 
Sweetest strains here prolong ; 

Vocal all the air. 
Tra, la, la. &c. 

3. Come, come, come, come, 
To my own woodland home. 
Where I ever love to roam, 
Free as air, and alone. 

Purest joys are mine ; 
Ne'er was found a bliss so pure, 
Never joys which thus endure : 
Come with me, and secure 

Joys that ne'er decline. 
Tra, la, la. &c. 



Na 268. SWISS SHEPHERD'S SONG. 

Jurenile Choir, 190. 

1 . Daylight closes round us. 
Mountain crags surround us ; 
Home is far before us. 
Darkness hovers o'er us ; 
Hearts in bosoms kind are beating, 
For the blissful hour of meeting. 
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Sound the Alpine horn, and away; 
Call our flock — ^no longer stay. 

Ai le 00, li ai li oo, li ai 11 oo, 11 ai li oo, 
li ai li 00. 
Sound the Alpine horn, and away; 
Call our flocks — ^no longer stay. 

2. Village lights are beaming, 
Silver lakes are gleaming, 
Telling home is near us. 
And with bright hopes cheer us ; 
Hearts no more with fear are beating. 
For now 's the blissful hour of meeting. 
Then sound the Alpine horn — we 're near 
Our homes— our kindred, still more dear. 
Ai le 00, &c. 






No. 269. CHEERILY THE SONG RESOUNDS. 

Slieet Mcuie, ( Hewitt.) Kutical Gems, 66. Toung Vocalist, 8(. 

First voice. 
1 . Cheerily my song resounds, 

O'er hill, and vale, and tranquil lake; 
Merrily my bosom bounds, 
As each clear swell bids echo wake. 

Second voice. 
Cheerfully I join the lay, 

And swell each note so loud and clear; 
Joyously I speed my way. 

Toward the spot to me so dear. 
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Both voices. 
Dearest to me are ever, 

These mountain songs so wild and free ; 
These crags and vallios, never 

Re-echoed back such joy and glee. 
Sound, sound, sound, sound, 
The merry, merry mountain" lay, 
At morning's dawn and evening's twilight 
ray. 

First voice, 
2. Fearlessly my footstex>s roam, 

Through bush and brake and forest deep ; 
Wand'ring from my quiet home, 
O'er craggy rock and dangerous steep. 

Second voice. 
Merrily the wild deer bounds, 

O'er mossy banks and verdant plains ; 
Gaily here the wild -bird sounds 

His sweetest notes in purest strains. 

Both voices. 



Dearest to me are ever, &c- 



(As io preceding stansa.) 



No. 270. O TAKE ME BACK TO SWITZERLAND. 

9d vol. Melodeon, 158. Sheet Music. 

1. By the dark waves of the rolling sea, 
Where the white-sailed ships were tossing free. 
Came a youthful maiden, 
Pale and sorrow-laden, 

24 
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With a mournful voice sang she — 

take me back to Switzerland, 
My own, my dear, my native land ; 

1 'd brave all dangers of the ncmin, 
To see my own dear land again. 

La, la, la, &k3. 

2. 1 see its hills, I see its streams, 
Its blue lakes haunt my troubled <Ireams ', 
When the bright sun shineth, 
When the day declineth. 
Ever present still it seems. 
take me back to Switzerland, 
Upon the mountains let me stand, 
Where skies above are bright and clear, 
For oh ? I pine and perish here. 
La, la, la, kc, 

3. For months along that lonely shore, 
'Mid sea-bird's cry and ocean's roar. 
Came that mournful maiden, 
Pale and sorrow-laden ; 
Then her voice was heard no more. 
Far, far away from Switzerland, 
From friends and home and native land ; 
Where foreign wild-flowers coldly wave, 
The broken-hearted found a grave. 
La, la, la, &c. 
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No. 271. 



BLOWl BLOW! BLOWl 



Vocalist, 190. 



1 . Blow ! Wow ! blow ! 
How the winds do blow ! 
Shake ! shake ! shake ! 
How the casements shake ! 
Roar! roar! roar! roar! 
How the tempest roars ! 

II: Shut the doors and bar them ; :|| 
• II: Let the fire blaze clear and strong, 
Then join and sing a song :|1 — 
II: Join and sing a song. :|| 

2. Sing ! sing ! sing ! 
While the winds do blow. 
Sing ! sing ! sing ! 

While the casements shake. . 
Sing ! sing ! sing ! 
While the tempest roars. 
Friend and friend are meeting. 
Friend and friend are greeting. 
II: Let the tempest roar and riijg, 
But we will gaily sing :|| — 
II: We will gaily sing. :|| 



No. 272. BIRD OF THE GREENWOOD. 

Javenile Choir, 64. Totmg Melodiit, 43. 

l.Bird of the greenwood, 
0, why art thou here, 



i 
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Leaves dance not o'er thee, 
Flowers bloom not near. 
All the sweet waters far hence are at play. 
Bird of the greenwood away, away, away, 
away, away. 

2. Midst the wild billows. 

Thy place must not be ; 
As midst the wavings 

Of wild rose and tree. 
How shoukVst thou battle * 

With storm and with spray : 
Bird of the greenwood. 

Away, away. 

3. Or art thou seeking 

Some brighter land. 
Where, by the south wind, 

Vine leaves are fanned — 
'Midst the wild billows, 

Why then delay ? 
Bird of the greenwood, 

Away, away. 

4. Chide not my lingering 

Where waves are dark ; 
A hand that has nursed me, 

Is in the bark. 
A heart that has cherished 

Through winter's long day. 
So I turn from the greenwood 

Away, away. 
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No. 273. * LE RANZ DES VACHES. 

1st vol. Social Choir, 14. Tyrolean Lyre, S. 

1. Breathe not that mountain cry, 

The which in youth I heard, 
If thou Mst not wake the sigh ; 

There 's witchery in each word ! 
Past scenes its sounds renew, 

To memory dear ; 
Home once again I view, 

Lov'd voices hear. 
Sweet Ranz des Vaches ! like you. 
What strain can cheer? 

Traou, Traou, Traou, Traou, 
Traou, Traou. Traou, Traou, 
Traou, Traou, Traou, Traou. 

2. Yet it is death to sound to absent hearts that 

strain. 
For madness still is found a follower in its train; 
The warrior heart it blights — he glory flies ; 
Chief of unnumber'd fights, for home he dies. 
Sweet Ranz des Vaches ! thy strains still wake 

our sighs. 

Traon, &c. 



* A natiooal Swiss air. The Swiss are mnch attached to this refrain ; and 
■0 vivid are the associations of home it awakens in their breasts, that they have 
been known to expire under the powerful emotions caused by hearint; it sung in 
foreign lands. 



24* 



,y Google 



282 CONCERTED PIECES. 

No. 214. THE INGLE-SIDE.» 

9d vol Kingtley'B Social Choir, ISl. 3d Mdodeon, 64. 

1. 'T is rare to see the morning breeze, 

Like a bonfire frae the sea ; 
'T is fair to see the burnie kiss 

The lipB o^ the flowery lea; 
And fine it is on green hill-side, 

Where hums the bonnie bee; 
But rarer, fairer, finer far, 

Is the ingle- side for me. 

2. Glens may be gilt wi' gowans t rare, 

And birds on ilka tree ; 
And haughsj hae a^ the scented ware 

That Summer growth can gie ; 
But ihe cantie hearth where cronies meet, 

And the darling o' our e'e, { 
That makes to us a warP complete,— 

0, the ingle-side for me ! 



No. 276. BEHOLD, HOW BRIGHTLY BREAKS 
THE MORNING. 

Javenile Choir, 144. School Sin|^, 154. 

1. Behold, how brightly breaks the morning ! 
Though bleak our lot, our hearts are warm; 
To toil inured, all danger scorning. 
We hail the breeze or brave the storm. 



* Ingle-tide— Scotch for fire-tide. t Gowans— daisiei. 

t Haagha— hedges. § £e— eye. 
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Pat off, put off, our course we know; 

Take heed, whisper low; 
Look out, and spread your nets with care ; 

Take heed, whisper low. 
The prey we seek, we '11 soon, we '11 soon 

ensnare ! 
The prey we seek, we '11 soon, we '11 soon 

ensnare ! 

2. Away, no cloud is lowering o'er usj 
Freely now we '11 stem the wave ! 
First hoist all sail wide full before us ; 

Hope's beacon shines to cheer the brave. 
Put off, put off, our course we know; 

Take heed, whisper low; 
Look out, and spread your nets with care ; 

Take heed, whisper low. 
The prey we seek, we '11 soon, we 'II soon 

ensnare ! 
The prey we seek, we '11 soon, we '11 soon 
ensnare ! 



No 276. ARE THERE TIDINGS? 

Odeon, 99. Flora's FesUval, i 

33 1 . Are there tidings in yon vessel, 

Proudly bounding o'er the wave ? 
Are there tidings for a mother. 
Who is mourning for the brave ? 
No, no, no ! 
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She is freighted with fond tidings 
But no tidings from the grave. 

2. Do not ask me why I hasten 

To each vessel that appears ; 
Why so anxious and so wildly 

I wait the cherished hope of years. 
No, no, no ! 
Though my search prove unavailing, 

What have I to do with tears? 

3. Do not blame me when I seek him. 

With these worn and weary eyes : 
Can you tell me where' he perished? 

Can you show me where he lies? 
No, no, no ! 
Yet there surely is some record. 

When a youthful sailor dies. 

4. Had I watched him by his pillow. 

Had I seen him on his bier, 
I had drowned my grief in weeping; 

Now I cannot shed a tear. 
No, no, no ! 
Let me still think I shall see him — 

Let me still think he is near. 
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No. 277. THE ATTORNEY. 

BT J. G. 8AXE. 

No Mtisfactor/ reference found. 

1. An attorney was taking a turn, 

In shabby habiliments dressed ; 
His coat it was shockingly w^orn, 
And the rust had invested his vest ; 

2. His breeches had suffered a breach, 

His linen and worsted were worse ; 

He had scarce a whole crown to his hat, 

And not half a crown in his purse. 

3. And thus, as he wandered along, 

A cheerless and comfortless elf, 
He sought for relief in a song. 

Or complainingly talked to himself. 

4. " Most unfortunate man that I am ! 

My only client is Grief; 
My case is — I 've no case at all ; 

And, in brief, I have ne'er had a brief. 

5. " The profession 's already so full 

Of lawyers so full of profession, 
That a modest young man like myself 
Cannot make the slightest impression. 

6. " They grant I 'm acquainted with grants, 

Can devise a ' devise' or a plea. 
And can make a good deed in fee simple ; 
But I can't get the simplest fee. 
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7. " I have waited and waited in vain, 

Expecting some opening to find, 
Where an honest young lawyer might gain 
Some reward for the toil of his mind." 

8. While thus he was wandering along, 

His eye accidentally fell 
On a very deep hole in the earth, 

And he said to himself, "• It is well !" 

9. To curb his emotion, he sat 

On the curb-stone the space of a minute ; 
Then said, "Here's an * opening' at last!" 
And in less than a giffy was in it. 

10. The next day twelve citizens came, 

A coroner's 'quest to attend, 
To the end that it might be determined 
How that man determined bis end. 

11. ** The man was a lawyer, it seems," 

Said the foreman, who "opened," of course. 
" A lawyer ! alas !" said another ; 
** He undoubtedly died of remorse." i 



12. A third said, " I knew the deceased, 

An attorney well versed in the laws ; 
And as for the cause of his death, 
It was, no doubt, the want of a cause. 

13. The crowner at length gave a verdict, 

Which finally settled the matter, 
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That the young man was drown-ded — (deadj) 
because 
He could not keep his head above water. 



No. 278. THE PILGRIM FATHERS. 

9d VOL Kingiley'B Sooid ClMir, TO. Sheet Ifsfie, (Kincdey T) 

The breaking waves dashed high, 

On a stern and rock-bound coast, 
And the woods against the stormy sky 

Their giant branches tossed ; 
And the heavy night hung dark. 

The hills and water o'er ; 
When a band of exiles moored their bark 

On the wild New England shore. 
!Not as the conqueror comes, 

They, the true-hearted, came, 
Not with the roll of the stirring drums, 

Or the trumpet that sings of fame, — 
Not as the flying come. 

In silence and in fear ; 
They shook the depths of the desert's gloom 

With their hymns of lofty cheer. 
Amidst the storm they sang, 

And the stars heard, and the sea ; 
And the sounding aisles of the dim woods rang 

To the anthem of the free : 
The ocean eagle soared 

From his nest by the white waves' foam, 
And the rocking pines of the forest roared ;— 

This was their welcome home. 
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What sought they thus afar ? 
Bright jewels, bright jewels, bright jewels of the 
mine, 

The wealth of seas, the spoils of war ? 
They sought a faith's pure shrine. 

Ay, call it holy ground, — 
The spot where first they trod ; 

They have left unstained what there they found. 
Freedom to worship God I 



No. 219. A WET SHEET AND A FLOWING SEA. 

ToanK Voediat, 48. YooDg Helodiat, 1<28. 9d vol. Melodeon, 60. 

1. A wet sheet and a flowing sea. 

And a wind that follows fast, 
And fills the white and rustling sail, 

And bends the gallant mast 1 
And bends the gallant mast, my boys I 

While, like an eagle free. 
Away the good ship flies, and leaves 

Columbia on our lee. 
0, give me a wet sheet, a flowing sea, 

And a wind that follows fast, 
And fills the white and rustling sail, 
.And bends the gallant mast 1 

2. " for a soft and gentle wind f*' 

I heard a fair one cry ; 
But give to me the roaring breeze, 
And white waves heaving high f 



1 
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And white waves heaving high, my boys ! 

The good ship tight and free ; 
The world of waters is our own, 

And merry men are we. 
0, give me a wet sheet, &c. 

3. There 's tempest in yon horned moon, 

There 's lightening in yon cloud ; 
And hark ! the music, mariners ! 

The wind is piping loud ! 
The wind is piping loud, my boys ! 

The lightening flashes free ; 
While the hollow oak our palace is. 

Our heritage the sea. 
0, give me a wet sheet, &c. 



No. 280. THE BRAVE OLD OAK 

POBTBT BT U. F. OHORLST. 

Sheet Mane, (H. RusmU.) Yoons Mdoditt, 186. 

1. A song of the oak, the brave old oak, 
Who hath ruled in this land so long, 
Here 's health and renown to his broad greeA 
crown. 
And his fifty arms so strong. 
There is fear in his frown, when the sun goes 
down. 
And the fire in the west fades out ; 
And he showeth his might on a wild midnight. 
When the storms through his branches shout. 

25 
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Then sing to the oak, the brave old oak, 
Who hath ruled in this land so long. 

And still flourish he, a hale green tree, 
When a hundred years are gone. 

2. He saw the rare times, when the Christmas 
chimes 
Were a merry sound to hear ; 
And the squire's wide hall, and the cottage 
small, 
Were full of good English cheer; 
And all the day, to the rebeck*gay, 

They frolick'd with lovesorae swains : 
They are gone — they are dead — 

In the churchyard laid — 
But the tree he still remains. 

Then sing to the oak, the brave, &c. 



No. 281. THE CHASE, (a round for three voicbs.) 

Juvenile Choir, 105. Itt vol. Soeiid Choir, 85. 

1. A southerly wind and a cloudy sky. 

Proclaim it a hunting morning ; 
Before the sun rises away we fly, 
Dull sleep and a drowsy bed scorning. 

2. To horse my brave boys, and away, 

Bright Phoebus the hills is adorning. 
The face of all nature looks gay, 

'T is a beautiful scent-laying morning. 

* Rebeck, a uutical iuttrument. 
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3. Hark, hark, forward ! tantara, tantara, tantara I 
Hark, hark, foward ! tantara, tantara, tantara ! 



W«^ 283. THE NEW SONG AND THE "OLD SONG." 

Youngs Melodiit, 68. 

Jl A. new song should be sweetly sung, 

To charm the heart and ear ; 
A new song should be sweetly sung. 

It toucheth no one near. 
But an old song, e'en though roughly sung, 

Less help may need from art ; 
Tho' rude the strain, untaught the tongue, 

It thrills thro' every heart. 

It thrills, it thrills through every heart. 

I. A new song should be sweetly sung. 
For memory gilds it not ; 
It brings not back the strains that rung 

Through childhood's sunny cot. 
But an old song, e'en through roughly sung. 

It tells of days of glee ; 
When children round their mother clung, 
Or climb'd their father's knee. 
Or climb'd, &c. 

3. On tented fields 't is welcome still, 
*T is sweet on stormy sea; 
In forest wild, on rocky hill, 
And o'er the prairie lea 
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But 't is dearer far, the good old song, 
When friends we love are nigh. 

And well-known voices, clear and strong, 
i|: Swell out the chorus high. :|i 

4. The good old song ! the good old song ! 

The song of days of glee. 
When children round their mother clung, 

Or climb'd their father's knee. 
0, the good old song ! the good old song ! 

The song of days of glee ; 
The new song may be better sung, 

II: But oh, the old song for me. :|| 



No. 288. A LIFE ON THE OCEAN WAVE. 

1st Melodeon, 178. Sheet Music, (H. lUusdl.) 

1 . A life on the ocean wave, 

A home on the rolling deep, 
Where the scattered waters rave, 

And the winds their revels keep. 
Like an eagle caged I pine. 

On this dull unchanging shore, 
give me the flashing brine, 

The spray and the tempest roar. 
A life on the ocean wave, 

A home on the rolling deep, 
Where the scattered waters rave. 

And the winds their revels keep. 
II: The winds, the winds, the winds their revels 
keep. :|i 
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2. Once more on the deck I stand, 

Of my own swift gliding craft ; 
Set sail, farewell to the land. 

The gale follows fair abaft. 
We shoot thro' the sparkling foam, 

Like an ocean bird set free ; 
Like the ocean bird, our home, 

We '11 find far out on the sea. 

A life on the ocean wave, &c. 

3. The land is no longer in view, 

The clouds have begun to frown, 
But with a stout vessel and crew, 

We '11 say let the storm come down. 
And the song of our hearts shall be. 

While the winds and the waters rave, 
A life on the heaving sea, 

A home on the bounding wave. 
A life on the ocean wave, &c. 



No. 284. THE IVY GREEN. 

POETRT BY C. DICKENS. 

Sheet Maiio, (H. RoMdL) 

1. A dainty plant is the ivy green. 

That creepeth o'er ruins old 3 
Of right choice food are his meals, I w^en, 

In his cell so lone and cold. 
The wall must be crumbled, the stone decayed, 

To pleasure his dainty whim ; 
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And the mould'ring dust that years have xnadej 

Is a merry meal for him. 
II: Creeping where no life is seen, 

A rare old plant is the ivy green. :|| 

2. Fast he stealeth, tho' he wears no wings, 

And a staunch old heart has he ; 
How closely he twineth, how tight he clings, 

To his friend — the huge oak tree ! 
And slily he traileth along the ground, 

And his leaves he gently waves, 
As he joyously hugs, and crawleth round, 

The rich mold of dead mens' graves. 
II: Creeping where grim Death has been, 

A rare old plant is the ivy green. :|| 

3. Whole ages have fled, and their works decayed, 

And nations have scattered been ; 
But the stout old ivy shall never fade 

From his hale and hearty green. 
The brave old plant, in his lonely days. 

Shall fatten upon the past, 
For the stateliest building man can raise. 

Is the ivy^s food at last. 
II: Creeping on where time has been, &c. :|| 
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No. 285. SWIFT AS A FLASH. 

Botton GIm Bode, 338. 
BASSO, TENOBE, AND ALTO. 

II: While to joy we sing inviting, :|| 
H: Hearts and voices all uniting, :|| 
Oh, what pleasure ! what delight ! 

80PKAN0. 

Swift as a flash that mocks the light, 
Thou seem'st a bird in airy flight. 



When home returning, 

We leave these cool fountains, 

And lofty mountains, 

What pleasure ! what delight ! 

BASSO, TENORE, AND ALTO. 

In bowers, wet by showers, 
Sweetest flowers, ever fair and bright. 

SOPRANO. 

Ah! 

BASSO, TENORE, AND ALTO. 

While to joy we sing inviting. 
Hearts and voices all uniting. 
Oh, what pleasure ! what delight ! 

SOPRANO. 

Swift as a flash that mocks the sight. 
Thou seem'st a bird in airy flight. 

BASSO. 

Oh, what delight ! with what joy our songs invite ! 
Oh, what pleasure ! what delight ! 
I With what joy our songs invite ! 
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80FEAN0. 

II: With what delight our songs invite ! :ll 
Tum. 
When home returning, 
We leave these cool fountains, 
And lofty mountains, 
What pleasure ! what delight ! 



No. 286. AWAY, AWAY, IN EARLY DAY.* 

Boston Glee Book, 1S& 

Away, away, away ! 

Away, in early day ! 

In early day, away, away ! 

To the fields and woods away, away ! 

In early day, away, away ! 

To the fields and woods away ! 

The morning call invites us all — 

The morning call 

II: Come on, then, while we may ; :|| 
II: The cheerful horn salutes the morn: 

Away to the woods, away ! :|| 
II: Away, away, away ! :|| 



No. 28*7. BEHOLD THE MORNING GLEAMINa 

fioiton Glee Book, 195. New-York Glee Book, 177. 

1. Behold the morning gleaming ; 
Behold the sun is beaming : 

* The trords follow the order of the treble. 
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Wake, brothers, one and all — 
Wake to the morning call. 
Hurrah! hurrah! hurrah! 

. Away to fertile meadows ; 
Away to active labors : 
Wake, brothers, one and all — 
Wake to the morning call. 
Hurrah! hurrah! hurrah! 



No. 288. THE HARVEST TIME. 

▼oealist, 114. 

1 . Calm Autumn, crowned with ripened grain, 

And fruits of richest flavors. 
With notes of joy we hail again, 

The season of thy favors. 
Our hearts and voices strike the chime, 

II: The harvest time ! :|| 
Our hearts and voices strike the chime, 
II: The harvest time ! :il :|| :|| :|| 

2. The harvest sun, how bright at noon, 

His richest radiance throwing ! 
And, ! how bright the harvest moon, 

As she with joy is glowing ! 
And fain with us would strike the chime, 

II: The harvest time ! :ll 
And fain with us would strike the chime, 
II: The harvest time ! :|| :|| :|| :|| 
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3. In our broad land we have eT'ry clime ; 
All boast some gift possessing, 
And all enjoy the harvest time, 

That makes each gift a blessing. 
Then let our hearts and voices raise 

II: To God the praise ; :|| 
Then let our hearts and voices raise :|| 
II: To God the praise. :|| 
II: The harvest time ! :|| 



Na 289. THE MOUNTAIN GUIDE. 

Muaied Genu, 66. Voetlkt,18l 

1 . When I forth must stray, 
On my dangerous way, 
Though at parting grief my heart may wring, 
Yet I shed no tear, 
Speak no words of fear. 
But thus ever gaily do I sing, 
La, la, la, kc. 

' 2. When from peak to peak, 
Thundering echoes wake. 
When a thousand dangers round me spring ; 
On the mountains drear. 
Sinking hearts to cheer, 
Still thus ever gaily do I sing, 
La, la, la. &c. 

3. When at set of sun, 
All our labors done. 
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I may homeward turn my weary feet ; 
When the taper's light, 
Gleams before ray sight, • 

Loud I raise my voice sweet home to greet. 
La, la, la, &c. 



No. 290. WHEN NIGHT COMES O'ER THE PLAIN. 

(duett.) 

poetry by o. jeffries, esq. 

Young Voealltt, 106. Younf( Mtlodiit, 138. Sheet Mask, (S. Nelson.) 

(First voice*) 
1. When night comes o'er the plain. 
And moonlight o'er the sea, 
0, meet me once again. 

Where oft I 've welcomed thee, 

{Second voice.) 

When first the glow-worm's ray, 

Illumes the verdant lea, 
I '11 leave my lonely way, ' 
And wander forth with thee. 
(coda of bqth stanzas.) 
(First voice.) 
How dear is every spot. 
Where oft in youth we 've stray'd j 

(Second voice.) 
The mountain and the grot, 
The streamlet and the glade. 
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{Both voices.) 
The tree whose branches hung, 

Above the flowing rill, 
Upon whose banks we 've &ung, 

The songs that haunt me still. 

{Second Voice.) 
The tree whose branches hung 
(Both voices.) 
Above the flowing rill, 
(First voice.) 
Upon whose banks we sung 
{Both voices.) 
The songs that haunt me still. 
The tree whose branches hung. 
Above, &c. 

{First voice.) 
2. At evening's quiet hour, 

leave thy mountain home. 
And seek the leafy bower, 
To which we used to roam. 

(Second voice.) 
I '11 sing the olden songs. 

The long-neglected lays. 
Whose brightest theme belongs 

To youth's departed days. 
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No. 201. LUTZOWS WILD HUNT. 

JaTcnUe Choir, 10. 1st vol. Social Choir, 108. 1st Melodeoa, 90V. 

1 . When daylight is kindling o'er forest and lawn, 
Exulting our bosoms are bounding ; 
While ringing o'er hill and o'er valley are borne, 
The wild stirring music of huntsman and 
horn, 
All merrily, merrily, sounding 
See, swift from his covert the dun deer bounds 

Forward ! 
Onward, forward ! Hark to the horn's cheering 

sound ! 
Onward, forward ! Hark to the horn's cheering 
sound ! 

2. Ere light gilds the morning, up, up and away, 
The stag through the forest is springing ; 
We bound to the saddle, we spurn all delay, 
O'er moor and o'er mountain we speed on our 
way. 
To sounds of the merry chase ringing. 
See yonder the panting stag bursts in view, 

Onward ! 
Onward, forward ! cheerily, triumphant pursue ! 

. When daylight is ended, and over the chase. 
Our weary steps homeward returning, 
How sweetly, how gladly, in home's holy place, 
We meet the warm welcome, the loved one's 
embrace, 
The bright fire cheerily burning ; 
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And faces yet brighter, hearts warmer still, 

Homeward, 
Homeward, homeward, let us sweep valley and 
hill. 



No. 292. WE ARE HAPPY AND FREE 

SbMt Motie, (rirth tad HdL) TooDg VoeaUit, 111. 

/ FIRST VOICE. 

1 . We are happy and free as a crew can be, 
While our bark is sailing oe'r the sea. 

SECOND VOICE. 

Our sails we heave, at the call of the brave. 
For we love our home on the mountain wave. 

BASS. 

0, our hearts do burn with glee. 
As we sail o'er the rolling sea ! 
Let us all unite in love, 
Trusting in the God above. 

OHOKUS. 

Merrily now we row along, row along, row along — 
Merrily now we row along, over the dark blue sea. 

FIK8T VOICE. 

2. Come away, then, with me, o'er the dark blue sea. 
And a gallant sailor you shall be. 

SECOND VOICE. 

I Ul leave my home, on the waters to roam, 
For I love to bound o'er the sparkling foam. 
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* 0, what joy it is to me, 
Thus to sail o'er the rolling sea ! 
Loud we '11 raise our merry strain, 
As we sail o'er the foaming main. 

CHORUS. 

Merrily now we row along, &c. 

FIRST VOICE. 

3. On our vessel we'll ride, with the wind and tide, 
O'er the heaving ocean swiftly glide. 

SECOND VOICE. 

Should wild winds roar, with each man to his oar, 
We will safely land on our destined shore. 

BASS. 

Then from toils and perils free. 
And the dangers of the sea, 
We will all unite in love, 
Trusting Him who rules above. 

CHORUS. 

Merrily now we row along, &e. 



No 298. SONG OF THE REAPERS, (harvest time.) 

non's Festival, 70. (il Glees acd MadrigaU,) ffi. 

1. Through lanes with hedge-rows pearly, 
Go forth the reapers early, 

Among the yellow corn, 

Among the yellow corn. 
Good luck betide their shearing. 
For Winter's tide is nearing, 
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And we must fill the barn, 

And we must fill the barn. 
Tral, la, la, la, tral, la, la, la. 

The busy harvest time ! 
Tral, la, la, la, tral la, la, la. 

The busy harvest time ! 

2. At noon they leave the meadow, 
Beneath the friendly shadow 

Of monarch oak to dine ; 
And 'mid his branches hoary, 
Goes up the thankful story, 

The harvest is so fine ! 
Tral, la, la, la, tral, la, la, la. 

The blessed harvest time ! 

3. And when the west is burning. 
From shaven fields returning. 

Upon the wain they come : 
When all their haiplet neighbors 
Rejoice to end their labors, 

With merry harvest home ! 
Tral, la, la, la, tral, la, la, la. 

The joyous harvest home ! 



No. 294. LAND, HOI 

POETET BT O. P. MOBBIS, ESQ. 

Sheet Music, (H. RuMeU.) 

1. Up, up with the signal ! — the land is in sight ! 
We '11 be happy, if tiever again, boysj to-night ! 
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The cold cheerless ocean in safety v/e 've passed, 
II: And^the warm genial earth glads our vision at 

last ; :|| 
In the land of the stranget' true hearts we shall 

find, 
To soothe us, in absence of those left behind. 

Oh! 
Land, land ! ho ! — all hearts bound with joy at 

the sight; 
We '11 be happy, if never again, boys, to night ! 

&c. 

2. The signal is waving ! — till morn we Ul remain, 
Then part, in the hopes to meet one day again, 
Round the hearth-slone of home, in the land of 

our birth, 
11: The holiest spot on the face of the earth ! :|| 
Dear country ! our thoughts are as constant to 

thee. 
As the steel to the star, or the stream to the sea ! 

Oh! 
Land, land ! ho ! — we near it — we bound at the 

sight ; 
We '11 be happy, if never again, boys, to-night ! 

&c. 

3. The signal is answered ! — the gay sparkles rise. 
Like tears, from the fountain of joy, to the eyes. 
May rain-drops that fall from the storm-clouds 

of Care, 
Melt away in the sun-beaming smiles of the fair ! 
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One health, in the chime of the nautical bells, 
To woman — God bless her !— wherever she 
dwells ! 

Oh! 
The pilot 's on board ! and the land is in sight ! 
We '11 be happy, if never again, boys, to-night ! 

&C. 



Na 296. THE CAPTIVE KNIGHT. 

WORDS BT 1CR8. HEMANS. 
M Tol. Kingtleyl Social Choir, ». (Mood, 18. 

1. 'T was a trumpet's pealing sound ! 

And the knight looked down from the Paynim's 

tower, 
As a Christian host, in its pride and power. 

Through the pass beneath him wound. 
" Cease awhile, clarion ! clarion, wild and shrill ! 
Cease ! let them hear the captive's voice ! Be 

still ! be still ! 

2. " I knew 't was a trumpet's note ! 
And I see my brethren's lances gleam. 

And their pennons wave by the moimtain's 
stream. 
And their plumes to the glad wind float ! 
Cease awhile, clarion ! &c. 

3. " I am here with my heavy chain ! 
And t look on a torrent sweeping by, 
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And an eagle rushing to the sky, 
And a host to its battle plain ! 
Cease awhile, clarion ! &c. 

. " Must I pine in my fetters here ? 
With the wild wave's foam/ and the free bird's 

flight, 
And the tall spears glancing on my sight, 
And the trumpet in my ear ? 
Cease awhile, clarion ! &c. 

. " They are gone ! — they have all pass'd by 1— 
They in whose wars I had borne my part — 
They whom I lov'd with a brother's heart— 

They have left me here to die ! 
Sound again, clarion ! — clarion, pour thy blast ! 
Sound ! for the captive's dream of hope is past !" 



No. 296. THE SAILOR BOY'S CAROL. 

Young Yocftlut, 38. Musical Gems, 184. Sheet Moflfe t 

1. There's joy upon the sparkling sea. 

Sparkling sea ; 
Where blythe and gay, the sailor tells, 
Of merry hours where pleasure dwells ; 

Who so happy, who so free. 
Hurrah ! hurrah ! hurrah ! hurrah ! 
List to the notes, list to the song. 

Marked with gayest measure. 
Thoughts of his home, far, far away. 

Bring their truest pleasure. 
La, la, la, la, &c. 
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2. Though tempests more the boundless main, 
Boundless main, 
His song is heard amid the gale 
That swells the vessel's graceful sail; 

Dear the feeling, sweet the strain. 
Hurrah ! hurrah ! hurrah ! hurrah ! 

List to the notes, &c. 
La, la, la, la, &c. 

3. come, then, to the sparkling sea, 

Sparkling sea, 
Where pleasure dwells without a care. 
Where skies are bright and winds are fair. 

For the joyous and the free. 
Hurrah ! hurrah ! hurrah ! hurrah ! 

List to the notes, &c. 
La, la, la, la, &c. 



No. 29t. THERE'S A GOOD TIME COMING. 

POBTBT BT a MACKAT. 

Sheet Music, (HateMMQU.) 

1. There 's a good time coming boys, 

A good time coming j 
There's a good time coming, boys — 

Wait a little longer. 
We may not live to see the day ; 
But earth shall glisten in the ray. 

Of the good time coming. 
Cannon balls may aid the truth. 
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But thought 's a weapon stronger ; 
We '11 win our battles by its aid — 

Wait a little longer. 

Oh 

There 's a good time coming, boys, 

A good time coming j 
There 's a go(»d time coming, boys — 

Wait a little longer. 

2. There 's a good time coming, &c. 
The pen shall supersede the sword, 

And Right — not Might — shall be the lord, 
In the good time coming : 

Worth — not birth — shall rule mankind. 
And be acknowledged stronger : 

The proper impulse has been given- 
Wait a little longer. 


There 's a good time coming, &c. 

3. There 's a good time, &c. 
Hateful rivalries of creed 

Shall not make their martyrs bleed, 

In the good time coming; 
Religion shall be shorn of pride, 

And flourish all the stronger ; 
And Charity shall trim her lamp — 

Wait a little longer. 


There 's a good time, &c. 

4. There 's a good time, &c. 
War in all men's eyes shall be 
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A monster of iniquity, 
In the good time coming. 

Nations shall not quarrel then, 
To prove which is the stronger; 

Nor slaughter men for glory's sake — 
Wait a little longer. 

There 's a good time coming, &c. 



Na 298. INCONSTANCY. 

VoediitjlOS. 

1. The hail fell chill on a cold Spring night- 
Fell on a snowdrop, pure and white; 

The sweet flower perished 
lire morning's early dawn. 

2. A maiden trusted a lover light ; 

She left with him her home in flight ; 

Forsaking parents, 
And jGriends long tried and true. 

3. With him she went through the frost and snow, 
But soon was left to want and woe : 

The sweet flower perished 
In life's fair early morn. 

4. The hail fell chill on a cold Spring night- 
Fell on a snowdrop, pure and white ; 

The sweet flower perished 
In life's fair early morn. 
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No. 299. THE HARP THAT ONCE THRO' 
TARA'S HALLS. 

lit Mdodeon, 113. Odeon, 396. 

1. The harp that once thro' Tara's halls 

The soul of Music shed, 
Now hangs as mute on Tara's walls 

As tho' that soul were fled. 
So sleeps the pride of former days; 

So Glory's thrill is o'er, 
And hearts that once beat high for praise. 

Now feel that pulse no more. ^ 

2. No more to chiefs and ladies bright, 
The harp of Tara swells ; 

The chord alone that breaks at night. 

Its tale of ruin tells. 
And Freedom now so seldom wakes. 

The only throb she gives, 
Is when some heart indignant breaks, 

To show that still she Jives. 



No. 800. THE WILD ROSE. 

Musical Gemi, 49. Voetlist, 148. 

1. Once I saw a sweet-briar rose. 

All so freshly blooming. 
Bathed with dew, and blushing fair, 
Gently waved by balmy air, 

All the air perfuming. 
Sweet rose ! wild rose ! 
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Bathed with dew, and blushing fair, 
Gently waved by balmy air. 
All the air ||: perfuming. :i| 

2. ''Rose," said I, '' thou shalt be mine, 

All so freshly blooming !" 
Rose replied, " Nay, let me go. 
Or thy blood shall freely flow. 

For thy rash presuming !" 

3. Woe is me ! I broke the stem, 

Life and fragrance dooming ! 
Soon the lovely flower was gone. 
And thorns remained alone ; 

Vanished all its blooming. 

4. Had I left thee, lovely Bower, 

In thy hearty blooming. 
Bathed with dew. and blushing fair, 
Thou would'st still have filPd the air 

With thy sweet perfuming. 



No. 801. DAYLIGHT BEGINS TO DAWN. 

POBTBT BT a W. SANDERS. 



ToimffTooali«t,»4. 



I. Daylight begins to da^vn ; 
Brothers, away ! 
Gladly I hail the mom, 
With cheerful lay. 
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The lark is on the wing ; 

Her notes I hear ; 
Arise, and let us sing, 

With gladsome cheer. 
Daylight begins to dawn ; * 
Gladly we hail the mom. 
II: Come away, boys ! come away, boys ! 

The day begins to dawn ; :|| 
II: Gome away, away, away, away ! 

Away, the day begins to dawn. :|l 

2. Morning 's the time to roam, 
Far, far away ! 
Gladly we leave our home, 

This smiling day. 
The sun is shining clear, 

Above the hill ; 
The shepherd's notes we hear. 

So loud and shrill. 
Morning 's the time to roam ; 
Gladly we leave our home. 
II: Come away, boyq ! come away, boys ! 

The morn 's the time to roam ; :|| 
II: Come away, away, away, away ! 
Away, the day begins to dawn. :|1 



Na802. NOW, AT MOONLIGHT'S FAIRY HOUR. 

JoTcaile Choir, 45. If i voL Social Choir, I'M. 

||: Now, at moonlight's fairy hour. 

When faintly gleams each dewy steep, 
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And vale and moantain, lake and bower. 
In solitary grandeur sleep ; (Repeat,) 

When slowly sinks the evening breeze, 
That lulls the mind in pensive care, 

And fancy loftier visions sees, 
Bid music wake the silent air-» 
Bid music wake the silent air-» 
The silent air, the silent air; — 

Bid the merry, merry, merry tabor sound, 
And with the fays of lawn or glade. 

In tripping circles beat the ground, 
Under the high trees' trembling shade. 

Bid the merry, merry tabor sound, 
And with the fays of lawn or glade, 

In tripping circles beat the ground. 
Under the high trees' trembling shade- 
Under the high trees' trembling shade. 

Now, at moonlight's fairy hour. 

Shall Music breathe her dulcet notes, 

And o'er the wave, with magic pow'r, 

And o'er the wave, with magic pow'r, 
Call on echo, echo- 
Call on echo, to rejoice ! 

Call on echo, echo— ^all on echo, to rejoice — 

Call on echo, to rejoice— ^all on echo, to re- 
joice — 

Call on echo, to rejoice— call on echo, to 
rejoice — 

Call on echo, call on echo, call on echo, to 
rejoice. 
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No. 803. THE SUN'S GAY BEAM ON THE 
HILL-TOP GLOWS. 

Boflton dee Book, 98. * New-Tork Glee Book, 100. 

The sun's gay beam on the hill-top glows ; 

La, la, la, &c. 
The dew lies bright on the vale's repose ; 

La, la, la, &c. 
Before the lark we leave our rest ; 
Delight and joy now fill the breast ! 
We wake at the early morning call ; 
We join in the chorus, one and all ; 
II: We list to the sound of the cheerful horn ; 
We come to the call of the early morn. :|| 



No. 804. THE FAIRIES.f 

Boiton Glee Book, 193. 

||: Mark the merry elves of fairy-land, :|| 
||: In the cold moon's gleamy glance, :1| 
||: They with shadowy morrice-dance ! :|i 
Soft music dies along the land, 

Soft music, 
Soft music dies along the desert land, 
Along the desert land. 
1|: Soon, at peep of cool-eyed day, 
Soon the num'ro^s lights decay. :ll 
||: Merrily, now merrily, :|| 
||: After the dewy moon they fly ! :|| 

* In second reference omitting La, U's. 

t The words follow the order of iht soprano. 
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II: Merrily, now merrily, :H 
||: After the dewy moon they fly ! :|| 
They fly! they fly! 



Na 806. THE ORDER OF THE DAY. 

Toe«lif t, 18S. 

1. Whom, whom, shall we let in ? 

The lovers of pleasure, 
To (lay are the treasure, 
My wishes would win, 
II: And they may come in. :|| 

2. Whom shall we let in ? 

All eyes that can glitter. 
And tongues that can twitter, 
And make lively din. 
And such may come in. 

3. Whom shall we let in ? 

Whoever comes singing. 
Or gladsomely bringing 
A good-natured grin, 
0, he may come in. 

4. Whom shall we let in ? 

The man who forever 
Himself will dissever. 
From discord's foul sin, 
That man may come in. 
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5. Whom shall we let in ? 
Who truth is pursuing, 
And ever eschewing 
Deception's base gin, 
We 41 welcome him in. 



No. S06. SKYLARK'S SONG. 

ToMkUst, 174. Social Olce Book, 91. 

1 . How sweet is thy song, 

As floating along, 
Gay skylark, thy voice hails the morning ; 

lend me thy wing, 

With thee I will sing. 
To welcome the day at its dawning— 

II: Its dawning :|| 
To welcome the day at its dawning. 



No. 807. HARKl THE LARK AT HEAVEN'S 
GATE SINGS. 

9i Mdodeon, 217. Odeon, K5. (01 Gleet and lladrigals,) 68. 

1. Hark ! hark, the lark at heaven's gate sings. 

And Phoebus 'gins arise. 
His steeds to water at those springs. 

On chaliced flowers that lies — lies ; 
And winking mary-buds begin 

To ope, begin 
To ope their golden eyes ; 
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With everything that pretty bin,* 
i|: My lady sweet arise — 

With everything that pretty bin, 
II: My lady sweet arise ! arise ! 



No. 808. THE EVENING BELL. 



Voealitt,lSS. 



1. Hark ! H is the evening bell, 

Far pealing from the shore ; 
welcome are the tones that tell 

II: Of ocean wanderings o'er. :|| 
They hail us from ||: the homeless main, :|| 
To earth's ||: great famil}- :|i again. 
They hail us from the homeless main, 
To earth's great family again. 
Hark! hark! hark! 

It is II: the evening bell. :|| 

2. It brings the dreams of home. 

Of sweet sequestered bow'rs, 
Of shades through which I lov'd to roam, 

||: At still and starry hours. :|| 
II: Of music heard II : at fall of day, :|| 
Across the sea ||: and far away. :|| :|| 

Hark ! hark ! &c. 

3. Oft have I paused to hail 

Amid my own loved land, 

* Word wed by SbAketpcftre for " U,** 
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The evening chime o'er hill and dale, 
II: Float downward to the strand, :|) 
And melt across ||: the summer sea, :|| 
As now II: its music falls :|| on me. 
And melt across the summer sea, 
As now its music falls on me, 
Hark, &c. 

4. And thus its dying strain 
Across the waters cast, 
Thrills through the dark, mysterious chain, 

II: That links me to the past. :|| 
And from the dim ||:and distant shore, :|| 
Speaks to my heart II : of days of yore. :|| 
And from the dim and distant shore, 
Speaks to my heart of days of yore. 
Hark ! hark, &c. 



Ko. 809. HAIL, SMILING MORNl 

Bofton Glee Book, 86. Flora's Festival, 5. Tyrolean Lyre, 111. 

Hail, hail smiling morn, smiling morn 1 

II: That tips the hills with gold ; :|| 
Whose rosy fingers ope the gates of day — 
Ope the gates of day — ope the gates, the gates of 
day,— 
Hail ! hail ! hail ! hail ! 
11: Who the gay face of Nature doth unfold ; :|| 
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At whose bright presence darkness flies away, 
flies away, flies away — 

II: Darkness flies away — :|| 
At whose bright presence darkness flies away, 
flies away, flies away— <larkness flies away; 
II: IlaU ! haU ! hail ! hail ! :!! 



No. 810. COME, FAIRIES, TRIP IT. ON THE 
GRASS. 

180. 



Gome, fairies, trip it on the grass, 

With a ho, ho, ho, ho, ho ! 
And mock dull mortals as they pass, 

With a ho, ho, ho, ho, ho ! 
While the stars are shining bright, 
Let us dance by their sparkling light, 
II: With a ho, ho, ho ! :|| 

With a ho, ho, ho, ho, ho ! 
II: Slowly rising, :|| see the moon; 
By her beams we Ul revel soon. 
Come, fairies, trip it on the grass, 

With a ho, ho, ho, ho, ho ! 
And mock dull mortals as they pass, 

With a ho, ho, ho, ho, ho ! 
While the stars are shining bright, 
Let us dance by their sparkling light, 
II: With a ho, ho, ho ! :|| 

With a ho, ho, ho, ho,-ho ! 
Behold, yon swain steals o^er the plain, 
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To meet a lady gay : 
Be your employ, 
To mar Iheir joy, 
Ij: And lead the youth astray. :|| 
But hark, hark, hark ! 
The warbling lark 
Attunes her matin hymn ! 
Away, away ! 
'T will soon be day. 
||: The stars are growing dim. :|I 
Then away, 't will soon be day ; 

No more our freaks pursue : 
We '11 meet at night, by Cynthia's light, 
And then our sports renew. 

Away, away, away ! 
No mote our freaks pursue ] 
II: We '11 meet at night, by Cynthia's light, 
And then our sports renew. 
With a ho, hO; ho, &c. 



No. 811. THE BARK BEFORE THE GALE. 

POKTBT BY SIB W. SCOTT. 
Sheet Mosie, (Willis.) Tyroletn Lyre, Iff. 

1 . II: Merrily, merrily, goes the bark ; 
Before the gale she bounds : 
So darts the dolphin from the shark. 

Or the deer before the hounds. :|| 
They left Loch* Tua on their lee, 

* Lochia Scotch word for lake. 
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And they wakened the men of the wild-triee, 
And the chief of the sandy Coil. 
||: Merrily, merrily, &c. :|| 

2. ||: They paused not at Oolumbie's isle, 

Tho' peaPd the bell from the holy pile, :|| 

With long and measured toll : 
No time for matin or for mass. 
And the sounds of the holy summons pass 
Away in the billows' roll, 
In the billows' roll. 

II: Merrily, merrily, &c. :|| 
||: The deer before the hounds : :|| 
II: So darts the dolphin from the shark, 
Or the deer before the hounds. .il 



No. 812. ANSWER ME, BURNING STARS. 

Ist vol. Social Choir, 10. 

1 . Answer me, answer me, burning stars of night, 

Where, where is the spirit gone, 

Where, where is the spirit gone, 
That 's past the reach of human sight. 

E'en as a breeze has flown ? 

E'en as a breeze has flown ? 
And the stars answered me, " We roll, we roll, 

In light and power on high j 
But of the never-dying soul. 

Ask things that cannot die ! 
But of the never-dying soul, 

Ask things that cannot die !'' 
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2. Speak, then, thou voice of God within, 

Thou of the deep, low tone j . 
Answer me, through life's restless din, 

Where has the spirit flown ? 
And the voice answered, " Be thou still ! 

Enough to know is given : 
Clouds, winds, and stars, their task fulfil — 

Thine is to trust in heaven !" 



m 313. SOUND THE LOUD TIMBREL. 

POETRY BT MOORE. 
Dyer'tAnflMmBook, (1) (Ezedtu zr. 31.) 

1. Sound the loud timbrel o'er Egypt's dark sea, 
Jehovah has triumphed — ^his people are free. 
Sing, for the pride of the tyrant is broken ; 

His chariots, His horsemen, all splendid and 
brave ; 
How vain was their boasting^ the Lord hath 
but spoken, 
And chariots and horsemen are sunk in the 
wave. 
Sound the loud timbrel o'er Egypt's dark sea, 
Jehovah has triumphed — ^his people are free. 

2. Praise to the conqueror — ^praise to the Lord : 
His word was our arrow — his breath was our 

sword. 
Who shall return to tell Egypt the story, 
Of those she sent forth in the hour of her pride ? 
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For the Lord hath looked out from his pillar 
of glory, 
And all her hrave thousands are dashed in the 

tide. 
Sound the loud timbrel o'er Egypt's dark sea, 
Jehovah has triumphed — ^his people are free. 



No. 814. MARTS TEARS. 

Sheet Muie, (O. Ska^ 

1. Were not the sinful Mary's tears 

II: An off 'ring worthy heav'n, 
When o'er the faults of former years 
II: She wept, and was forgiy'n ? 

2. When bringing every balmy sweet, 

Her day of luxury stor'd , 
She o'er her Saviour's hallow'd feet 
The precious perfume pour'd. 

3. Thou that hast slept in error's sleep, 

II: Oh ! would'st thou wake in heav'n. 
Like Mary kneel, like Mary weep, 
II: " Love much," and be forgiven ! 



No. 816. HEAVEN ANTICIPATED. (S's and 6'b.) 

CermiiM Seere, 035. Neti<mal PMlmistf 9IL 

1. There is an hour of peaceful rest. 
To mourning wanderers given; 
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There is a joy for souls distressed, 
A balm for every wounded breast ; 
'T is found alone in heaven. 

2. There is a home for weary souls. 

By sin and sorrow driven, 
When tossed on life's tempestuous shoals, 
Where storms arise, and ocean rolls, 

And all is drear — 't is heaven. 

3. There faith lifts up the tearless eye, 

The heart no longer riven ; 
And views the tempest passing by — 
Sees evening shadows quickly fly, 

And all serene in heaven. 

4. There fragrant flowers immortal bloom, 

And joys supreme are given ; 
There rays divine disperse the gloom ; 
Beyond the dark and narrow tomb. 

Appears the dawn of heaven. 



No. S16. THE HOPE, THE STAR, THE VOIOK 

(o. M.) 

Sheet Marie, (Vanvleck.) 
Harp of Darid, 13Q. (Eo«r«tt.) Choraliat, 130. {Murray-ttreet.} 

1. There is a hope, a blessed hope, 
More precious and more bright, 
Than all the joyless mockery. 
The world esteems delight. 

28 
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2. There is a star, a lovely star, 

That lights the darkest gloom, 
And sheds a peaceful radiance o^«p 
The prospects of the tomb. 

3. There is a voice, a cheering voice, 

That lilts the soul above. 
Dispels distrustful, anxious doubt, 
And whispers, God is love. 

4. That voice is heard from Calv'ry's height, 

And speaks the soul forgiven ; 
That star is Revelation^s light — 
That hope, the hope of heaven. 



No. 817. 



THE LAW DIVINE. 

p. M. (MAY BE SUNG AS C. M.) 



(chant.) 



Nadontl Psalmist, (from the recesses,) 'J43. Carmiaa Sacra, 340. (No. 51.) 
Psalterjr, SiS. 

1. The law divine — 

Say not that it is hid or | far re | moved : 

Within h would shine, 
If there its glorious | light were | sought ^md | 
lovM. 

2. Soar not too high, 

Nor ask who thence shall bring it | down to | 

earth : 

That vaulted sky 
Hath no such star, | did'st thou | but know | its 

worth. 
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3. Nor launch thy bark, 

In search thereof, upon a | shoreless | sea, 

Which has no ark, 
No dove, to bring this | olive | branch to | thee. 

4. Then do not roam, 

In search ofthat which wandering | cannot | winj 

At home, at home ! 
That word is placed thy | mouth, thy | heart 
with I in. 

5. 0, seek it there j 

Turn to its teachings wit.h de | voted | will ; 

Watch unto prayer, 
And in the power of | faith this | law ful | fil. 



No. 318. 0, COULD I SPEAK THE MATCHLESS 
WORTH. (L. c. M.) 

Toon^; Vocalist, 136. National Psalmist, 176. 

Paalterj, 184. Carmma Sacra, 176. 

1. 0, could I speak the matchless worth, 
O, could I sound the glories forth. 

Which in my Saviour shine, 
I 'd soar, and touch the heavenly strings. 
And vie with Gabriel while he sings, 

li: In notes almost divine. :|| 

2. 1 'd sing the characters He bears. 
And all the forms of love He wears. 

Exalted on His throne ; 
In loftiest songs of sweetest praise, 
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I would, to everlasting days, 

11: Make all His glories known. :ll 

3. Soon the delightful day will come, 
And my dear Lord will bring me home, 

And I shall see His face : 
Then, with my Saviour, Brother, Friend, 
A blest eternity I '11 spend, 

II: Triumphant in His grace. :|| 



No. 819. HE DOETH AJ.L THINGS WELL. 

Sheet Music, (J. B. Wootlbuiy.) 

1. 1 remember how I lov'd her, 

When a little artless child, 
I saw her in the cradle. 

As she looked at me and smiled. 
My cup of happiness was full, 

My joy words cannot tell ; 
II: And I blessed the glorious giver, 
" Who doeth all things well." :|| 

2. Months pass'd — that bud of promise 

Was unfolding ev'ry hour, 
I thought that earth had never smiled 

Upon so fair a flower ; 
So beautiful, it well might grace. 

The bowers where angels dwell, 
II: And waft its fragrance to His throne 
«' Who doelh all thinjrs well." :|I 



,y Google 



CONCERTED PIECES. 



329 



3. Years fled — that little sister, then, 

Was dear as life to me. 
And woke in my unconscious heart 

A wild idolatry. 
I worshipped at an earthly shrine, 

Lured by some magic spell — 
II: Forgetful of the praise of Him 

"Who doeth all things well." :|| 

4. She was the lovely star whose light, 

Around my pathway shone, 
Amid this darksome vale of tears, 

Through which I journey on ; 
Its radiance had obscured the light, 

W^hich round His throne did dwell, 
11: And I wandered far away from Him 

^' Who doeth all things well.'^ :i| 

5. That star went down in beauty, yet 

It shineth sweetly now. 
In the bright and dazzling coronet 

That decks the Saviour's brow; 
She bowM to the destroyer. 

Whose shafts none may repel, 
||: But we know, for God hath told us — 

" He doeth all things well." :|| 

6. 1 remember well my sorrow. 
As I stood beside her bed, 
And my deep and heartfelt anguish 
When they told me she was dead ; 
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And oh, that cup of bitterness — 

Let not my heart rebel — 
II: God gave — He took — He will restore— 

"He doeth all things well." :1| 



No. 820. HIGH ON THE BENDING WILLOWS 
HUNG. (l. m.) 

Chonlist, 66, ( Be$hbond. ) Canuina ^era, U^ {jSihuMU.) 

lit Pialtery, 36, {^$h/ord.) 

1. High on the bending willows hung, 

Israel, still sleeps the tuneful string? 
Still mute remains the sullen tongue, 
And Zion's song denies to sing ? 

2. Awake, thy loudest raptures raise. 

Let harp and voice unite their strains ; 
Thy promised King his sceptre sways, 
Behold, thy own Messiah reigns ! 

3. By foreign streams no longer roam, 

And weeping, think on Jordan's flood : 
In every clime behold a home. 
In every temple see thy God. 

4. No taunting foes the song require. 

No strangers mock thy captive chain ; 
Thy friends provoke the silent lyre. 
And brethren ask the holy strain. 

5. Then why, on bending willows hung, 

Israel, still sleeps the tuneful string ? 
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Why mute remains, the sallea tongue, 
And Zion's soug delays to sing ? 



No. 921. VITAL SPARK OF HEAVENLY FLAME. 

(anthem.) 

HarpofDftTid^SM. 

1 . Vital spark of heavenly flame, 
Quit, O quit, this mortal frame ; 
Trembling, hoping, lingering, flying, 
O the pain, the bliss of dying. 
Cease, fond nature, cease thy strife, 
And let me languish into life. 

2. Hark ! they whisper, angels say, 
Sister spirit, come away ! 
What is this absorbs me quite, 
Steals my senses, shuts my sight; 
Drowns my spirit, draws my breath, 

1 ell me, my soul, can this be death ? 

3. The world recedes, it disappears. 
Heaven opens on my eyes — my ears 

With sounds seraphic ring. 
Lend, lend your wings — I mount, I fly ! 
grave ! where is thy victory — 

0, death ! where is thy sting ! 
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No. 822. FROM THE RECESSES OF A LOWLY 

SPIRIT. (CHANT.) 

FBaIter>', 846. , National Psalmist, 842. Choralist, 345. 

1. From the recesses of a lowly spirit, 
My humble prayer ascends. O, | Father, | hear 

it! 
Borne on the trembling wings of fear and 
meekness. 

For I give its | weakness. 

2. 1 know, I feel, how mean and how unworthy 

The lowly sacrifice I | pour be | fore Thee. 

What can I offer Thee, ! Thou Most Holy, 

But I sin and | folly ! 

3. Lord, in thy sight, who ev^ry bosom viewesi, 
Cold are our warmest vows, and | vain our | 

truest 3 [them, 

Thoughts of a hurrying hour— our lips repeat 
Our I hearts for | get them. 

4. We see Thy hand — it leads us, it supports us; 
We hear Thy voice — it | counsels, and it | 

courts us; 
And then we turn away ! and still Thy kindness 
For I gives our | blindness ! 

5. W^ho can resist Thy gentle call, appealing 
To evlry generous thought and | grateful | 

feeling? 
Oh, who can hear the accents of Thy mercy, 
And I never | love Thee? 
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6. Kind Benefactor ! plant within this bosom 
The I seeds of | holiness, |i and let them 

blossom, 
In fragrance and in beauty bright and vernal, 
And I Spring e | ternal. 



No. 823. THY WILL BE DONE. (chant.) 

Pfaltenr, 346. Musical Gems^ ^206. National Fisalmist, 340. (No. 105.) 

l.^Thy I will be | done!'' I| 

The hurrying stream of | life may | run; || 
Yet still our grateful hearts shall say, | 
''Thy I will be I done!" 

2. '' Thy I will be | done !" | If o'er us shine 
A gladd'ning and a | prosperous sun, || 
This prayer will make it more divine, | 
"Thy I will be I done!'' 

3. " Thy I will be | done !" || Though shrouded 
o'er 
Our I path with | gloom, Ij one comfort, one, 
Is ours — to breathe, while we adore, | 
"Thy I will be I done!" 
(Final close.) " Thy | will be | done !" 
(by repeating first two measures.) 
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No. 824. GOD BLESS OUR NATIVE LAND. 

(6'8 AND 4*8.) 
Voeiditt, IM. l«t Mdodeon, 106. Hm^ of David, 90L 

1. God bless our nativie land ! 
Firm may she ever stand, 

Thro' storm and night ! 
li: When the wild tempests rave, 
Ruler of wind and wave ! 
Do tliou our country save, 
By thy great might. :|| 

2. For her our pray'r shall rise, 
To €rod above the skies : 

On Him we wait. 
I|: Lord, hear our nation's cry; 
Be Thou forever nigh; 
May Freedom never die; 

God save th^ State ! :i| 



No. 825. BEFORE JEHOVAH'S AWFtTL THRONE. 

(L. M.) 
Harp of David, "ZtiS. Carmina Sacra, ^. (Ston^fietd.) National Pnlmiit, 83. 

1 . Before Jehovah's awful throne, 

Ye nations bow with sacred joy ; 
Know that the Lord is God alone ; 
He can create, and He destroy. 

2. His sov'reign pow'r without our aid. 

Made us of clay, and formed us men ; 
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And when, like wandering sheep, we stray' d, 
He brought us to His fold again. 

3. We are His people, we His care. 

Our souls, and all our mortal frame ; 
What lasting honors shall we rear. 
Almighty Maker, to thy name ? 

4. We '11 crowd Thy gates with thankful songs, 

High as the heaven our voices raise j 
And earth, with her ten thousand tongues, 
Shall fill Thy courts with sounding praise. 

5. Wide as the world, is Thy command ; 

Vast as eternity Thy love ; 
Firm as a rock Thy truth must stand. 
When rolling years shall cease to move. 



,y Google 



336 



OCCASIONAL PIECES. 



No. 82«. HAIL COLUMBIA. 

CMeoD, 918. New.Tork Glee Book,«8. 1st rol. Melodeon, 108. 

1. Hail Columbia, happy land, 

Hail ye heroes, heaven-born band, 

Who fought and bled in Freedom's cause, 

Who fought, &o. 

And when the storm of war was gone, 

Enjoyed the peace your valor won ; 

Let independence be your boast, 

Ever mindful what it cost ; 

Ever grateful for the prize, 

Let its altar reach the skies. 
Firm, united let us be. 
Rallying round our liberty ; 
As a band of brothers joined, 
Peace and safety we shall find. 

2. Immortal patriots, rise once more ! 
Defend your rights, defend your shore; 
Let no rude foe with impious hand, 
Let no, &c.. 
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Invade the shrine \rhere sacred lies, 
Of toil and blood, the well-earned prize ; 
While off 'ring peace, sincere and just, 
In heaven we place a manly trust, 
That truth and justice may prevail, 
And ev'ry scheme of bondage feil. 
Firm, tmited, let us be, &o. 

. Sound, sound the trump of fame ! 
Let Washington's great name 
Ring through the world with loud applause- 
Ring through, &c. 
Let ev'ry clime to Freedom dear. 
Listen with a joyful ear ; 

With equal skill, with steady pow'r, 
He governs in the fearful hour 
Of horrid war, or guides with ease. 
The happier times of honest peace. 
Firm, united, &c. 

. Behold the chief, who now commands. 
Once more to serve his country, stands, 
The rock on which the storm will beat — 
The rock, &c. 
But armed in virtue, firm and true. 
His hopes are fixed on heav'n and you : 
When Hope was sinking in dismay, 
When gloom obscured Columbia's day, 
His steady mind, from changes free, 
Resolved on death or liberty ! 
Firm, united, &c. 

29 
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No. 827. PATRIOTS COME. 

Touiif Melodiit, 98. School Singer, 191. 

1 . Patriots, come ! patriots, come ! patriots, come ! 

Join, with heart and voice, the nation's birth- 
day peal ; 
Music wakes around, hear the joyful sound. 

Sweetly warbling,^ ringing, filling every gale. 
Every heart here with thankful joy is swelling, 

And faces clad in grateful smiles appear ; 
5ee, see, how the blooming troops of maids 
from every dwelling. 
Sweet and smiling, come to grace the festive 
hall. 
All hail to thee, my native land, 

With every bliss on earth abounding. 
All good the patriot heart desires 

Is here our path surrounding. (d. c.) 

2. Raise the song ! raise the song ! raise the song ! 

Raise, with grateful hearts, the thankful song 
of praise ; 
All the gifts of earth, here by right of birth. 
Springing, blooming, gushing, flowing, crown 
the cup. 
Then impart thou the blessing, sent by heav'n. 
With gentle hand the drooping soul sustaining, 
Raise thy voice, 'till to every man shall equal 
rights be given, 
'Till all Columbia's favored sons are truly 
blest. 



,y Google 



OCCASIONAL PIECES. 339 

All hail to thee, my native land, 

Thy noble sons and daughters blooming, 

Thy fields so green, thy skies so blue, 

The flowers thy vales perfuming. (d. c.) 



No. 32& OUR FLAG IS THERE. 

Sheet Music, [Vfm. Taylor.) 

1. Onr flag is there — our flag is there ! 

We hail it with three loud huzzas ; 
Our flag is there — our flag is there ! 

Behold the glorious stripes and stars ! 
Stout hearts have fought for that bright flag, 

Strong hands sustained it mast-head high, 
And oh ! to see how proud it waves. 

Brings tears of joy to every eye. 
Our flag is there — our flag is there ! 

We hail it with three loud huzzas ; 
Our flag is there — our flag is there ! 

Behold the glorious stripes and stars ! 

2. That flag has stood the battle's roar, 

With foemen stout — with freemen brave ; 
Strong hands have strove that flag to low'r, 

And found a speedy watery grave. 
That flag is known on every shore. 

The standard of a gallant band, 
Alike unstained in peace or war. 

It floats o'er freedom's happy land. 
Our flag is there, &c. 
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No. 329 THE STAR SPANGLED BANNER. 

Itt Melodeon, 84. Miuical Gtrnt, I4&. Sheet Mwie t 

1. say can you tell by the dawn's early light, 

What so proudly we hailed at the twilight's 
last gleaming ? 
Whose broad stripes and bright stars thro' the 
perilous fight, 
O'er the ramparts we watched were so gal- 
lantly streamihg; 
And the rockets' red glare, the bombs bursting 

in air. 
Gave proof thro' the night that the foe was still 

there ! 
say does the star-spangled banner yet wave. 
O'er the land of the free and the home of the 
brave ! 

2. On the shore dimly seen through the mists of 

the deep, 
Where the foe's haughty host in dead silence 
reposes, 
Wliat is that which the breeze o'er the towering 
steep, 
As it fitfully blows, half conceals, half dis- 
closes. 
Now it catches the gleam of the morning's first 

beam, 
In full glory reflected now shines o'er the 

stream j 
'Tis the star-spangled banner, — Oh ! long may 
it wave, 
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O'er the land of the free and the home of the 
brave ! 

3. And where is that band who so vauntingly 
swore, 
That the havoc of war and the battle's confu- 
sion, 
A home and a country should leave us no more ? 
Their blood has washed out their foul foot- 
steps' pollution : 
No refuge could save the hireling anil slave. 
From the terror of flight or the gloom of the 

grave ; 
And the star-spangled banner in triumph doth 

wave. 
O'er the land of the free and the home of the 
brave ! 

4. ! thus be it ever, when freemen shall stand 
Between their lov^d homes and the war's deso- 
lation, 
Blest with vict'ry and peace, may the heaven- 
rescued land, 
Praise the power that hath made and pre- 
served us a nation ; 
Then conquer we must, when our cause it is just. 
And this be our motto, " In God is our trust ! " 
And the star-spangled banner in triumph shall 

wave. 
O'er the land of the free and the home of the 
brave ! 

29* 
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No. 880. COME LET SONGS OF JOY AND 
GLADNESS. 

Yooag Choir, 140. Boston Glee Book, 29S. 

1. Come, let songs of joy and gladness. 
Come, let songs of joy and gladness, 
Come, let songs of joy and gladness, 
Burst aloud from hearts of sadness, 
Let the trump of triumph sound. 

Let the trump of triumph sound. 
Come, let 's sing to him that saved us 
From the sceptre that enslaved us. 
Praise to God whom we revere, 
Praise to God whom we revere. 
Hail ! Mysterious ! Glorious ! Joyous ! 
Hail ! Mysterious ! Glorious ! .Joyous ! 
Hail ! Mysterious ! Glorious ! Joyous ! 
Freedom's banners now wave o'er us, 
Liberty alone reigns here, 
Liberty alone reigns here. 

2. Lo ! in beauteous order twining, 
Lo ! in beauteous order twining, 
Lo ! in beauteous order twining, 

Are our stripes — our stars are shining, 
Emblems of our union given, 
Emblems of our union given ; 
Let the sons of freedom glory. 
In this day of deathless story ; 
Join with joy the rapt'rous lay, 
Join with joy the rapturous lay. 
Hear our cannon ! loudly roaring, 
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Hear our cannon ! loudly roaring, 
Hear our cannon ! loudly roaring, 
Freedom's eagle high is soaring, 
On Columbia's natal day, 
On Columbia's natal day. 

3. Lo ! with joy and exultation, 
Lo \ with joy and exultation, 
Lo ! with joy and exultation, 
Kindred hearts of every nation, 
Hail with us our jubilee I 
Hail with us our jubilee ! 
Isles afar midst every ocean, 
Let your sons with glad emotion, 
Hail the day that made us free, 
Hail the day that made us free ! 
Hail auspicious day most glorious ! 
Hail auspicious day most glorious ! 
Hail auspicious day most glorious ! 
Freedom's jubilee is joyous. 
Hail Columbia, great and free ! 
Hail Columbia, great and free ! 



No. 881. ALL HAIL THE DAT OF FREE- 
DOM'S BIRTH ! 

WORDS BY a W. SANDERS. 
ToOBf Voealltt, M. Toung Mclodif t, 7S. 

1. All hail the day of freedom's birth ! 
Its fame be echoed 'round the earth. 
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'Till eVry nation, cv'ry tongue / 
Has learn'd the name of Washingtoh ! 

||: While loud the song of Freedom's sounding. 
And o'er the hills and valleys bounding ! :li 

2. Oppression's power our sires repelled. 
And from our land the foe expelled ; 
They rallied forth to victory, 

And shouted, " God and Liberty ! " 

While loud the song, &d. 

3. Our flag floats proudly o'ef the sefts, 
Her stripes and stars on ev'ry breeze. 
Yet gallant sons of freemen bold, 
Shall iii their hands he^ standard hdd. 

While loud the song, &c. 

4. may our country long possess 
Contentment, peace, and happiness ; 
And all her sons and daughters hence 
Be richly bless'd by Providence ! 

While loud the softg. Ice. 



No. 882. AMERICA _ '- m. 



V«Mlist, QO. TooBs Melodist, 68. Sehool Si^tr, IM. 

1. Freedom's sons come join in chorus, 
Praise this favored spot of earth ; 
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Praise tte skies now smiling o'er us, 
Praise the land which gave us birth. 

Though our sky is often frowning, 
Though our land is rough and sear, 

I!: Health and peace our labors crowning, 
Bless the cheerful spirits here. :|| 

2. Here are equal rights defended, 

Riches fill our busy hands ; 
Then be welcome kind extended. 

To the poor of other lands. 
Let them come and join the chorus, 

Let them praise this spot of earth; 
II: Praise the skies now smiling o'er us, 

Praise the land which gave us birth. :ll 



No. 383. FIRMLY STAND, MY NATIVE LAND. 

YocaliitfTZ. 

1. 1|: Firmly stand, firmly stand. 

My native land! :|| 
True in heart, and true in hand. 
All that 's holy cherish : 

Thus shall God remain thy friend. 

Then shall heaven thy walls defend; 
Freedom, Freedom, Freedom shall not perish ! 
Firmly stand ! Firmly stand ! Firmly stand 1 

My native land ! my native land ! 

2. II: Sing for joy, sing for joy. 
My native land ! :|| 
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In thee dwells a noble band, 

All thy weal to cherish ; 
God with might will guard thee round, 
While thy steps in truth are found 5 
Freedom, Freedom, Freedom shall not perish 
Sing for joy, sing for joy, sing for joy! 

My native land, my native land ! 



^o. 834. HEAR YE THE SONG. 

Vocalut, 8. 

1. II: Hear ye the song ! :|| 

The song that is raised on the plains of the 

vanquished. 
Where foes of our country and freedom have 
languish'd, 
Gently swelling, of vict'ry telling, 
||: And waxing loud and louder still, :H 
'Till thunders all things fill. 
With rapturous shouts of joy. 
That foes shall no more annoy. 
||: Hear the the song ! :H 
The song that is raised on the plains of the 

vanquish' d. 
Where foes of our country and freedom have 
languish'd — 

||: Hear ye the song ! :l| 

2. ||: Hear ye the song ! :H 

The sunbeams of science in glory are spreading, 
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And nations which long in deep gloom have 
been treading, 
Now are waking to Day's breaking; 
||: And songs with loud and thundering peal, :|| 
Our kindly joys reveal ; 
To heaven be thanksi addressed, 
That earth is so richly blessM ! 
II: Hear ye the song ! :|| 
The sunbeams of science in glory ate spreading, 
And nations no longer in midnight are tread- 
ing— 

II: Hear ye the song ! :|| 



No. 335. THE FESTAL SONG. 

Touoe Voctlist, 71 

1. To greet our happy festal hour 

We gather once again ; 
From young and joyous hearts we pour 

Our free and flowing strain. 
In love or praise our voices raise, 

For Time's resistless hand. 
Has closer twined the links that bind 

Our bright unbroken band. 

CHORUS. 

Then sing we now with cloudless brow, 

And as thro' Life we move, 
"We '11 cherish still, in good or ill, 

Our hope, and trust, and love. 
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2. If lovf'ring clouds of grief should come, 

And sorrows' long dark night, . • 
Should veil life's changing sea in gloom, 

Whose tide is now so bright — 
We will not let our hopes be bowed. 

But they to us shall be. 
As rainbow on the stormy cloud, 

As star-light on the sea. 

CHORUS. 

Then sing we now, &c. 



No. 336. A ROSY CROWN WE TWINE FOR THER 

(may DAT.) 

Juvenile Choir, 89. WlonH reitivd, 14. 

1ft vol. Social Choir, 6^ 9d voL Social Choir, IM. 

1. A rosy crown we twine for thee. 

Of Flora's richest treasure, 
We lead thee forth to dance and glee. 

To mirth and youthful pleasure. 
Take, take the rosy, the rosy crown. 
Flora's richest treasure. Flora's richest treasure. 

2. We bade the fairest flowers that grow, 

Their varied tribute render, 
To shine upon that brow of thine 
In all their sunny splendor. 
Take, take, &c. 

3. Then deign to wear the wreath we twine, 

Thy beauteous ringlets shading, 
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And be its charms a type of thine, 
In all except its fading. 
Take, take, &c. 



No. 887. AWAKE THE SONO OF MERRY 
GREETING. 

Jnvenfle Choir, 106. lluieal Gems, IM. Tmmp MclodUt, 194. 

1. Awake the song of raerry greeting, 

Sing tra, la, la, la, la, la, la. 
The joy inspiring notes repeating. 

Sing tra, la, la, la, la, la, la. \ 
Let mirth to wisdom tribute pay. 
But yet be happy when we may. 

Sing tra, la, la, la, la, la, la. 

Sing tra, la, la, la, la, la, la. 

Sing tra, la, la, la, la, la, la. 

2. 'Tis well for thought to have a season, 
For study always there's no reason; 
We gather knowledge from ike past, 
To make life happy while it last. 

Sing tra, la^ &c. 

3. And if the day we give to labor, 

The evening 's dear to friend and neighbor, 
When nature needful rest designed, 
To strengthen body and the mind. 
Sing tra, la, &c. 
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No. 338. THE SUMMER RAMBLE. 

•ekool 8iiH(«r, IQK. Ai voL Ki>fd«y>s Soeial ClMlr, • 

1. Brightly speed the hdtira' 

Of the Summer^s day, 
Gayly blooming flowers, 

Nature's holiday; 
When the wild echoes boilttditig 

Through all theii' wild reign. 
Salute us, resounding, 

Again and again. 

2. Mountain tops ascending 

At the early morn ; 
Fields their fragrance blendii^, 

On the breezes borne ; 
While the glad echoes bounding 

Through all their wild reign, 
Salute QSy resounding, 

Again and again. 

3. Weary when I'etur'nirtg, 

Night her shadows spread, 
Visions bright discerning, 

Round our welcome bed ; 
Still the glad echoes bounding 

Through all their wild I'eign, 
In dreams are resounding, 

Again and again ! 
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No. 339. LET THE SMILES OF YOUTH APPEAR- 
ING. 

Boston Olee Book, 396. Touite Choir, 140. 

II: Let the smilea of youth appearing, :|| 

Let the rays of beauty cheering, 
II: Drive the gloom of care away. :1| 

Cheerful singing, lively measure, 
Voices ringing joy and pleasure, 
||: Lengthen out the happy day. m 
(SopranOj) Cheerful singing, (Basso,) lively mea- 
sure. 
(Soprano^) Voices ringing (JRajso,) joy and pleasure, 
[Tuttij] Cheerful singing, lively measure, 
Voices ringing joy and pleasure, 
Ij: Lengthen out the happy day. :ll 



THE SLEIGH RIDE. 



',133. 



No. 340. 



1.0 ! see the snowy wreaths they lie 
Here on the hills. 
There in the vales, the vales, 
The breeze Nor' west now clears the sky, 
Freezes the snow. 
Gaily we'll go, we'll go. 

Jump in, jump in, with muffling fur. 
Jack Frost's abroad the blood to stir; 
O'er slipp'ry snow, we briskly go, 
With jingling bells, a glad cheer ho ! cheer ho ! 
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2. Then on the glittering, sparkling snow, 
Loudly the bells ring through jl: the dells, :II 
With breeze Nor' west we gaily go; 
Bright is the sky, smoothly I!: we fly. :|| 
Come on, come on, young hearts, a song. 
With jingling bells we'll fly along ; 

The stars are out, the moon is clear, 
A merry night the heart II: to cheer; :H 
Then on the glitt'ring sparkling snow, &c. 

3. 0, see ! each prancer pricks his ears. 

As on the track, reining ||: them back, :|| 
The driver's homeward ho ! he hears, 
Brightly and gay : Crack and ||: away :1| 
: Jump out, jump out, a glad hurrah ; 
The fire burns bright as swings the door; 
LovM friends we meet, with smiles to greet, 
And then we part — good night, I|: good night. .|| 
Good night, good night — again good night: 
Angels shall keep, vigils H: in sleep, :|| 
To guard you safe, till morning light, 
Peacefully rest, evermore blest, good night, 



No. 341. THE UNION SCHOOL HALL. 

A PARODY. 
Tvm—Old Jirm Chair. 
Sheet Muiic-<^- Rtu$eU.) 

1. We love it, we love it, and who shall dare 
To chide us for lingering with tenderness there ? 
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We'll cherish it long as a holy spot, 
And memory will whisper " Forget it not ! " 
'Tis bound by a thousand bands to my heart, 
Not a tie will break — not a link will start. 
Would ye learn the spell ? Mis the dearest of all. 
And a sacred thing is the Union School Hall. 

2. We 've trodden its portals full many a day, 
When our spirits were light and our hearts 

were gay ; 
Months rolled away, while we labored there, 
Secluded from sorrow and worldly care. 
Say it is folly, and deem us weak. 
While the scalding tears steal down our cheek ; 
Still we love it, we love it, the dearest of all, 
And we'll ever rememfber the Union School Hall. 



No. 842. THE GRADUATE PARTING SONG. 

Yowig VoCBlitt, 103. Youof Melodist, VH. 

1. In the bright, happy Spring-time of hope and of 
youth, 
We have gathered us treasures from Wisdom's 
fair page. 
Of art and of science, of beauty and truth. 

To sparkle like gems on the forehead of age ; 
And far more enduring these treasures shall be, 
Than the jewels of earth or the pearls of the sea. 
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2. But, borae on the shadowy pinionfl of Time, 
We haste to the worU's changing tnmult and 
strife, 
To discern those bright truths^ more than all else 
sublime, 
The hearths holy teachings, the lessons of life; 
To learn in the strength of the spirit to live, 
In meekness to soflfer, in love to forgive. 

3 And then, when the struggles of earth are all 
o'er, 
In the land where ne'er cometh a shadow or 
blight, 
Shall the dark clouds of Sorrow o'ershadow no 
more. 
But fade in the fulness of heavenly light ; 
Ami the mind with its treasures shall never decay, 
And the light of the spirit shall pass not away. 



No. 843. VAOATIOir SONa 

Juvenila Choir, 103. TouDff Voealict^ M. 

1. Away over mountain — away over plain ! 
Vacation has come with its pleasures again : 
Where young steps are bounding, and young 

hearts are gay, 
To the fun and the firolic, away, boys ! away ! 

Away ! away ! away ! away ! 
To the fun and the frolic, away, boys ! away ! 
To the fun and the frolic, away, boys ! away ! 
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The fresh breezes revel the branches between, 
The bird springs aloft from her covert of green ; 
Our dog waits our whistle, the fleet steed our 

call; 
The boat safely rocks where we moored her last 

fall. 

Away! away! &c. 
2. Where the clustering grape hangs in purple, we 

know; 
The pastures and woods where the red berries 

grow; 
The broad trees we '11 climb, where the sunny 

fruits rest, 
And bring down their stores for the lips we love 

best. 
Away ! away ! &c. i 

Dear comrades, farewell ! ye who join us no 

more; 
Think life is a school, and till term-time is o'er, 
0, meet unrepining each task that is given, 
'Till our time of probation is ended in heaven. 
Away ! away ! &c. 

No. 844. DEAR FRIENDS, ADIEU I 

(SUITABLE FOIL CLOSE OV IKK TBBM.) 
Vocalist, 86. Voong Melodist, 81. 

1 . Dear friends, adieu 1 
Ever be true ; 
Mine by sweet friendship's band, 
Give me the parting hand. 
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Or 



Dear friends, adieu ! 
II: Ever be true. :|| 

Dear friends, &c. 

Ever. kc. 
Sad though this parting day, 
Time quickly flies away; 
Sad though this parting nighty 
Time quickly takes his flight. 

Dear friends, &c. 
II: Ever, &c. 

Dear friends, &c. 

Ever, &c. 
Wipe now the falling tear ; 
Trust God, and never fear. 

bear friends, &c. 
. II: Ever, &c. 



Vocallct, 130. 
Musical Genu, K 



No. 845. NATIONAL HYMN. (6's axd 4V) 

National PialmUt, 215. Fcaltery, 713. 

1. My country, h is of thee 
Sweet land of liberty ! 

Of thee I sing ! 
Land where my fathers died, 
Land of the pilgrim's pride. 
From every mountain side, 
Let freedom ring. 
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2. My noble country, thee — 
Land of the noble, free— 

Thy name I love ! 
I love thy rocks and rills, 
Thy woods and templed hills ; 
My heart with rapture thrills, 

Like that above. 

3. Let music swell the breeze, 
And ring from all the trees 

Sweet Freedom's song : 
Let mortal tongues awake ; 
Let all that breathe partake ; 
Let rocks their silence break ; 

The sound prolong. 

4. Our father's God, to Thee, 
Author of liberty I 

To Thee we sing ! 
Long may our land be bright, 
With Freedom's holy light ! 
Protect us by Thy might, 

Great God, our King ! 



No. 346. LET THE SONG OF PRAISE AND 

GLADNESS. (8*s and T's, m.) 

School Sin jer, 71. Harp of David, 'XS, ( SnlUburg.) 

National Pfalmisl, 197, {FranJtfort.) 

l.Let the song of praise and gladness, 
Ring to earth's remotest bound; 
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See the veil of ^^rloom arwi sadness, 

Yielding at the gospel's sound. 
Thanks to heaven for every blessing, 

Showered upon us through the year, 
Health and competence possessing, 

Can we wish for greater here ? (d. c.) 

2. Freedom's banner floats above us, 

Peace and plenty crown our land ; 
Learning spreads her stores around us, 

Comforts rise on every hand. 
O'er benighted souls is breaking, 

Daily now the light divine ; 
Heathen minds from slumber waking. 

Feel religion's influence shine. (d. c.) 

3. Favored youth of every nation, 

Come, obey the solemn call; 
Let the tidings of salvation. 

You have heard be known to all. 
Be our happiness extended 

To each region of the earth, 
'Till their songs with praise are blended 

At a blest Redeemer's birth ! (d. c.) 

4. And to us the trust be given, 

Children of a ransomed land, 
To send the ministry of heaven, 

To mountain height and desert sand. 
Let no year that passes o'er us. 

E'er behold our labors cease, 
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'Till we see, on distant islands, 

Wave the Gospel flag of peace. *(d. c.) 



No. 847. LOUD RAISE THE PEEL OF 
GLADNESS. 

School 8ing«r, 156. Young V«c*ligt, Si. 

1. Loud raise the peal of gladness ! 

'T is Freedom's natal day ! 
Our land that once in sadness 

Groan'd 'neath a tyrant's sway, 
In liberty rejoices, 

Awed by no monarch's rod : 
Lift high your joy pus voices, 

Aye, lift them up to God. 

2. 'T was he, whose wisdom guicled, 

The councils of our sires, 
He o'er our arms presided, 

And he the praise requires. 
We give to Thee the glory. 

Father, for all possessed. 
That gilds our country's story. 

That makes our country blest. 

3. How rich the thought in pleasure, 

No despot can control ; 
But richer far that treasure — 

The freedom of the soul ! 
The yoke of Satan broken, 

Whom God's own Son hath freed— 
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His blood the price and token — 
TThey are the free indeed. 



Na 848. CHARITY. (a m.) 

Harp of DtTid, 197. Nati»iiia Pfedmkt, 111, (Dmi^fe.) 

Carminft Sacn, 123, {Dumlte.) 

1. Blest is the man^ whose softening hearty 

Feels all another's pain, 
To whom the supplicating eye 
Is never raised in vain. 

2. Whose breast responds with generous warmth, 

A stranger's woe to feel ; 
Who weeps in pity o'er the wound 
He wants the power to heal. 

3. To gentle offices of love, 

His feet are never slow ; 
He views, through mercy's melting eye, 
A brother in a foe. 

4. To him protection shall be shown ; 

And mercy from at>ove, 
Descend on those who thus fulfil 
The Christian law of love. 



Na 849. WHEN SHALL WE MEET AGAIN! 

NatloiMl FMlu^t, QIT, (fliipcir*//.) Pcalterf , 213, ( IMKIir.) 

Harp of David, 3J0, ( WUkei^arrt.} 

1. When shall we meet again ? 
Meet ne'er to sever ? 
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When will peace wreathe her chain 

Round us forever ? 
Our hearts will ne'er repose, 
Safe from each blast that blows, 
In this dark vale of woes — 

Never, no, never ! 

2. When shall love freely flow. 

Pure as Life's river ? 
When shall sweet friendship glow. 

Changeless forever ? 
Where joys celestial thrill. 
Where bliss each heart shall fill. 
And fears of parting chill — 

Never, no, never ! 

3. Up to that world of light 

Take us, dear Saviour ; 
May we all there unite, 

Happy forever. , 

Where kindred spirits dwell. 
There may our music swell, 
And time our joys dispel — 

- Never, no, never ! 



No. 350. ASLEEP IN JESUS. • (l. m.) 

VuUerf Mt {Mtford.) ToaiiKCboir,4T. nonli Vettiral* 106. 

1. Asleep in Jesus ! blessed sleep. 
From which none ever wakes to weep ; 
A calm and undisturbed repose. 
Unbroken by the last of foes. 
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2. Asleep in Jesus ! O, how sweet, 
To be for such a slumber meet 1 
With holy confidence to sing, 

That welcomed death has lost his sting ! 

3. Asleep in Jesus ! peaceful rest, 
Whose waking is supremely blest ; 
No fear, no woe, shall dim that hour, 
That manifests the Saviours power. 

4. Asleep in Jesus ! 0, £Dr m^. 
May such a blissful refuge be ! 
Securely shall my ashes lie, 

And wait the summons from on high. 

5. Asleep in Jesus ! time nor space, 
Afiects this precious hiding place ; 
On Indian plains, or Lapland snows, 
Believers find the same repose. 

6. Asleep in Jesus ! far from thee. 

Thy kindred and their graves may be ; 
But thine is still a blessed sleep. 
From which none ever wakes to weep. 



No. 351. DEPARTING FRIENDS. (a«.) 

School SiBser, M4. ITatioftd Pgdnkt IM. 

1. Why do we mourn departing fiieada, 
Or shake at death^s alarms ? 
'T is but th« voice that Jesus sends, 
To call them to His arms. 
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2. Are we not tending upwards too, 

As fast as time can move ? 
Nor should we wish the hours more slow, 
To keep us from our love. 

3. Why should we tremble to convey, 

Their bodies to the tomb ? 
There the dear flesh of Jesus lay, 
And left a long perfume. 

4. The graves of all His saints He blessed, 

And softened every bed ; 
Where should the dying members rest, - 
But with their dying Head ? 

5. Thence He arose, ascended high, 

And showed our feet the way ; 
Up to the Lord our souls shall fly, 
At the great rising day. 

6. Then let the last great trumpet sound, 

And bid our -kindred rise, 
Awake, ye nations under ground. 
Ye saints, ascend the skies. 



No. 352. 



THE SISTER'S CALL, 



S^Ml SiBgari 

1. A voice from the spirit land, 
A voice from the silent torab, 
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Entreats with a sweet command, 

Brother, come home. 
List, list : 'tis a sister gone, 

Unseen, yet where'er I roam. 
She calls from her star-lit throne, 
II : Brother, come home. :|| 

2. At eve when the crimson west, 
Is dy'd by the setting sun. 

She calls like a spirit blest, 

Brother, come home. 
Abroad in the stilly night, 

A stranger and all alone, 
I hear through the misty light. 

Brother, come home. 

3. In dreams of the midnight deep. 
When angels of mercy come, 

I startle to hear in sleep. 

Brother, come home. 
When far from my fathers hearth, 

I sail o'er the white sea foam, 
I hear through the storm- wind's mirth. 

Brother, come home. 

4. By sorrow and sin oppressed. 
She answers to every moan, 

Come here where the weary rest, 

Brother, come home. 
Ah ! loved one, I haste to thee. 

Soon shall I reach thy home. 
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And there thou wilt* welcome me, 
I come, I come. 



No. 863. MOUNT VERNON. (8's and Tb.) 

YoanK Choir, TI. PMlteiy, 201. 

1 . Sister, thou wast mild and lovely ; 
Gentle as the Summer breeze j 
Pleasant as the air of evening. 
When it floats among the trees. 

. 2. Peaceful be thy silent slumber, 
Peaceful in the grave so low : 
Thou no more wilt join our number. 
Thou no more our songs shalt know 

3. Dearest sister, thou hast left us ; 

Here thy loss we deeply feel ; 
But 't is God that hath berefl us; 
He can all our sorrow heal. 

4. Yet again we hope to meet thee. 

When the day of life is fled; 
Then in heaven with joy to greet thee, 
Where no farewell tear is shed. 



No. 864. THE LAND OF REST. 

National FaalmUt, 344. (Be(ford.) Pultenr, 948. (Si(^bHL) 

1. Brother, thou art gone to rest; 
We will not weep for thee, 
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For thou art now where oil on earth, 
Thy spirit longed to be. 

2. Brother, thou art gone to rest ; 

Thine is an early tomb ; 
But Jesus summoned thee away, 
Thy Saviour called thee home. 

3. Brother, thou art gone to rest; 

Thy toils and cares are o'er ; 
And sorrow, pain, and suffering, now, 
Shall ne'er distress thee more. 

4. Brother, thou art gone to rest ; 

Thy sins are all forgiven ; 
And saints in light shall welcome thee, 
To share the joys of heaven. 

5. Brother, thou art gone to rest ; 

And this shall be our prayer-^ 
That when we reach our journey's end, 
Thy glory we may share. 



No. 855. THE SISTER'S LAMENT. 

WOKDS BT MISS M. L., OF LTONS, N. T. 

ir«tioiialPsalBkt,l«. 

1. They tell me, brother, thou art dead; 
That, in a distant land, 
Thou sleepest in thy dreamless bed. 
Made by a stranger's hand. 
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They tell me ths^t thine eye is dim; 

That death sits on thy brow; 
And that the voice I revelled in, 

Is hushed forever now. 

2. They tell me that thy manly heart 

Will never beat again ; 
That soul from clay is torK apart, 

And that I weep in vain ; 
They say the lips I used to greet, 

With fond affection's kiss, 
Are rigid now, and ne'er will meet 

Mine own in worlds like this. 

3. They tell me that the flowers I loved 

So well to tend for thee, 
To deck the paths where once we roved. 

Thou never more wilt see. 
But, ah ! I know thou hast a home, 

Free from all care and pain : 
grant, kind Heaven, that I may come, 

And live with thee again. 



No. 866. THOU AET GONE TO THE GRAVE- 
BUT WE WILL NOT DEPLORE THEE. 

Caimina Sten, !MS. School Singer, 169. [BrighUst and But.) 

Psaltery, J64. 

1. Thoii art gone to the grave— but we will not 
deplore thee. 
Though sorrow and darkness encompass the 
tomb: 
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The Sayioury has passed thro' its portals before 
thee, 
And the lamp of His love is thy guide thro' 

the gloom ! 
And the lamp of His love is thy guide thro' 
the gloom ! 

2. Thou art gone to the grave — we no longer 

deplore thee, 
Nor tread the rough path of the world by thy 

side; 
But the wide arms of Mercy are spread to enfold 

thee, 
And sinners may hope, since the Saviour hath 

died! 
And sinners may hope, since the Saviour hath 

died ! 

3. Thou art gone to the grave — and its mansions 

forsaking, 
Perhaps thy tried spirit in doubt lingered long ; 
But the sunshine of Heaven beamed bright on 

thy waking. 
And the song that thou heard'st was the 

seraphims' song ! 
And the song that thou heard'st was the 

seraphims' soiig ! 

4. Thou art gone to the grave — ^but 't were wrong 

to deplore thee, 
When God was thy Ransom, thy Guardian, 
and Guide : 
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He gave thee and took thee, and soon will 

restore thee, 
Where death hath no sting, since the Saviour 

hath died ! 
Where death hath no sting, since the Saviour 

hath died ! 



No. 867. THE STREAM OF DEATH. 

School Singer, 176. 

1 . There is a stream whose narrow tide, 
The known and unknown worlds divide. 

Where all must go : 
Its waveless waters, dark and deep, 
'Mid sullen silence downward sweep, 

With ftioanless flow. 

2. 1 saw where at that dreary flood, 
A smiling infant prattling stood. 

Whose hour had come : 
Untaught of ill, it neared the tide, 
Sunk, as to cradled rest, and died, 

Like going home. 

3. Followed with languid eye, anon, 
A youth diseased, and pale and wan ; 

And there alone. 
He gazed upon that leaden stream. 
And feared to plunge — I heard a scream, 
And he was gone. 
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4. And then a form, in manhood's strength, 
Game bursting on, 'till there at length, 

He saw life's bound : 
He shrunk, and raised the bitter prayer ; 
Too late — ^his shriek of wild despair 

The waters drowned. 

5. Next stood upon that surgeless shore, 
A being bowed with many a score 

Of toilsome years : 
Earth-bouud and sad he left the bank, 
Back turned his dimming eye, and sank, * 

Ah ! full of tears. 

6. How bittQr must thy waters be. 

Oh Death ! How hard a thing, ah me ! 

It is to die. 
I mused, when td that stream again. 
Another child of mortal man, 

With smiles drew nigh. 

7. "'T is the last prayer," he calmly said, 
" To me, Death ! thou hast no dread- 
Saviour, I come ! 

Spread but thine arms o'er yonder shore-^ 
I see ! ye waters bear me o'er ! 

There is my home." 
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Na 86a ON JORDAN'S STORMY BANKS I 

STAND. (CHANT.) (o. M.) 

School Siogcr, 194. 

1. On Jordan's stormy banks I stand, 
And cast a | wishful | eye, 
To Canaan's fair and happy land, 
Where my pos | sessions | lie. 

2. the transporting, rapturous scene, 
That rises | to my | sight ! 
Sweet fields, arrayed in living green. 
And rivers | of de | light. 

3. On all those wide extended plains, 

Shines one e | ternal | day ; 
For there our God forever reigns. 
And scatters | night a | way. 

4. No chilling winds nor poisonous breath, 

Can reach that | healthful | shore ; 
Sickness and sorrow, pain and death. 
Are felt and | feared no | more. 

5. When shall I reach that happy place. 

And be for | ever | blessed ; 
When shall I see my Father's face. 
And in his | bosom | rest. 
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Na 86d. DIRGE 

School Sing«r, 178. 

1. Underneath the sod low lying, 
Dark and drear, 
Sleepeth one who left, when dying, 
Sorrow here, sorrow here. 

ft. See, they now are bending o'er her, 
Eyes that weep j 
Forms that to the cold ^ave bore her, 
Vigils keep. 

3. When the summer moon is shining, 

Soft and fair ; 
Friends she loved, in tears, are twining, 
Chaplets there. 

4. Rest in peace, thou gentle spirit. 

Throned above ; 
Souls like thine, with God inherit. 
Life and love. 



No. 860. SHORTNESS OF TIME. 

Toanf Ckoir> 9L 

l.Life is a span — a fleeting hour. 
How soon the vapor flies ! 
Man is a tender, transient flower, 
That e'en in blooming dies — 
That e'en in blooming dies. 
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2. That once loved form, now cold and dead, 

Each mournful thought employs ; 
And nature weeps, her comfort fled. 
And withered all her joys — 
And withered all her joys. * 

3. Hope looks beyond the bounds of time, 

When what we now deplore, 

Shall rise in full, immortal prime. 

And bloom to fade no more — 

And bloom to fade no more. 



No. 861. GOD MOVES IN A MYSTERIOUS WAY. 

(C. M.) 

Harp of David, Vfl,{Sprint Qardtn. ) Cumbui S«cni, 101. 

Young Vocaliit, 126. 

1 . God moves in a mysterious way, 

His wonders to perform ; 
He plants his footsteps in the sea, 
And rides upon the storm. 

2. Deep in unfathomable mines. 

With never- failing skill, 
He treasures up His bright designs, ' 
And works His gracious will. 

3. Ye fearful saints, fresh courage take, 

The clouds ye so much dread, 
Are big with mercy, and shall break. 
In blessings on your head. 
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4. Judge not the Lord by feeble sense, 

But trust Him for His grace j 
Behind a frowning providence, 
He hides a smiling face. 

5. His purposes will ripen fast, 

Unfolding every hour ; 
The bud may have a bitter taste, 
But sweet will be the fiow'r. 

6. Blind unbelief is sure to eir, 

And scan His works in vain ; 
God is His own interpreter, 
And He will make it plain. 



No. 862. FUNEREAL CHANT. (Ps. xo. l-I^. 

National Fftdmitt, 836. Ptaltoy, 8S&. 

1 . Lord, thou hast been our dwelling-place in | 

all . . gene | rations ; 
Before the mountains were brought forth, or 

ever thou had'st formed the earth and the 

world, 
Even from everlasting to ever | last - ing | thou 

art God. 

2. Thou turn est man to destruction, and say est. 

Return, ye | chil . . dren of | men — 
For a thousand years are in thy sight but as 
yesterday when it is past, and | as a | 
I watch, .in the | night. 
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3. Thou earnest them away as with a flood; they 
are as a sleep ; 
In the morning they are like ^rass which | 

j grow =eth | up; 
In the evening it is cut | down — cut \ down and 
withereth. 

4. For we are consumed by Thine anger, and by 

Thy I wrath . . we are | troubled ; 

Thou hast set our iniquities before Thee ; 

Our secret | sins, .in the | light of. .thy | coun- 
tenance. 

5. For all our days are passed away in thy wrath ; 
We spend our years as a | tale that, .is | told. 
The days of our years are three score years and 

ten, 
And if, by reason of strength, they be fourscore 

years. 
Yet is their strength labor and sorrow, for it 

is soon cut I off. .and we | fly — a | =way. 

6. Who knoweth the power of Thine anger ? 
Even according to Thy fear | so is.. Thy | 

wrath ; 
• So teach us to number our days, 
That we may ap | ply our | hearts, .unto j wis- 
dom. 
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284 A dunty plant is the ivy green . . • • • .293 

58 A glass, but not of sherry 66 

282 A new song should be sweetty sung . ... 201 

S83 A life on the ocean wave . 202 

28 A poor wayfaringinan of grief 34 

280 A song of the oak, the brave old oak .... 280 

281 A southerly wind and a cloudy sky 290 

352 A voice from the spirit land ...... 363 

279 A wet sheet and a flowing sea ..... 288 

93 A youth rode forth from his childhood's home . . 100 

336 A rosy crown we twine for thee 348 

109 America, I love thee stiU . . . . . .118 

277 An Attorney was taking a turn ' 285 

312 Answer me, answer me, burning stars of night . . 322 

286 Away, away, away . . * 296 

35 Away with endless sorrow 41 

79 Away with pouting and with pining .... 86 

343 Away over mountain, away over plain . • . .354 

337 Awake the song of merry greeting ..... 349 

33 Across the lake 39 

331 All hail the day of freedom's birth 343 

276 Are there tidings in yon vessel 283 

350 Asleep in Jesus, blessed sleep " . 361 

127 Assembled in our school once more . • • .138 

325 Before Jehovah's awfiiJl throne 334 

45 Before all lands in east or west ..*... 52 

34 Begone dull sloth 40 

275 Behold how brightly breaks the morning . ' . . . 282 

32* ~" " 
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No. Page 

287 Behold the morning gleaming 296 

162 Behold the Saviour of man kind . . . . .167 

85 Be kind to thy father, for when thou wast young . . 93 

159 Beyond where Cedron's waters flow . , , .165 

378 Bleat is the man whose softening heart .... 360 

2t3 Breathe not that mountain cry 281 

272 Bird of the greenwood 279 

118 Bright water for me, bright water for me ... 127 

126 Bright be our parting where brightly we met ... 137 

158 Brightest and best of the sons of the morning . . . 164 

338 Brightly speed the hours 350 

271 Blow, blow, blow . , . .... 279 

47 Blooming May 53 

354 Brother, thou art gone to rest 365 

23 By cool SUoam^s shady rill 30 

5 By envious Cain we *re taught . ... • . .14 

91 By the soft green light in the woody gla^e ... 91 

370 By the dark waves of the rolling sea .... 277 

288 Calm autumn crowned with ripenM grain . . . 297 
269 Cheerily my song resounds 276 

69 Cheerily, cheerily sounds the strain . . . . . 75 
135 Child amid the flowers at play 145 

17 Children hear the melting story 24 

161 Come said Jesus' sacred voice 166 

70 Come scholars let us join and sing 76 

94 Come to the sunset tree 101 

330 Come let songs of joy and gladness 342 

23 Come, come my children, let me see ... 268 

310 Come fairies trip it on the grass ..... 320 

264 Come buy my little roses red 271 

265 Come sing this round with me 272 

266 Come to the mountain, there 's freedom and health . 273 

267 Come, come, come, come 274 

197 Day is past 903 

29 Day is gone 36 

301 Daylight begins to dawn .312 

268 Daylight closes round 08 275 

61 Dear brothers farewell 67 

344 Dear Mends adieu -. . .355 
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260 Dream on in life's bright rosj day ..... 266 

261 Everywhere I find a brother ...... 367 

262 Faintly as tolls the evening chime : . . . . 267 
76 Fair science bright fW>m realms of light .... 83 

258 Far, far o'er hiU and dell . . . . ,. . .264 

259 Farewell, farewell is a lonely sound 265 

87 Farewell to the hour of my childhood .... 95 

257 Farewell to my home . . .... 263 

128 Father, whatever of earthly bliss ..... 139 

332 Freedom's sons, come Join in choruB .... 344 

333 Firmly stand, firmly stand 345 

322 From the recesses of a lowly spirit ..... 332 

139 From all that dwells below the skies . . . .149 

255 For freedom, honor and native land .... SSQ 

256 Fly on nor touch thy wing, bright bird .... 963 

136 Guide me, oh thou great Jehovah 146 

2 Gracious Saviour hast thou said it 19 

6 Great God and wilt thou condescend . . . .15 
1 Go where the morning shineth 11 

361 God moves in a mysterious way 373 

324 God bless our native land 334 

7 God sees and hears me all the day 16 

9 God is so good that he will hear .... 17 

254 Gnadalquiver, gentle river S61 

113 Hail to thee my natiye land . . ... 128 

309 Hail smiling mom, smiling mom . . . . . 819 

326 Hail Columbia, happy land 336 

249 Happy land, happy land . 956 

307 Hark, hark, the hurk at heaven's gate sings . . .317 

308 Hark, 't is the evening bell 318 

250 Hark the pealhig . . 957 

251 Hark, 'tis the bells of a Tillage church .... 958 

252 Hark, above us on the mountain 959 

253 Hast thou been tn the woods with the honey bee . . 959 

334 Hear ye the song 346 

278 Ueigho, little flower, flourish and blossom ... 955 

947 Here on this quiet flre-Ut hearth 954 
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390 High on the bending wIllewB hung 330 

75 Higher, higher, win we cling 83 

SMS Home, fare thee weU, the ocean Btorm is o'^ . . . 853 

93 Home, home, can I forget thee . .' . . .99 

30 Hop, hop, hop, nimble as a top 4Q 

345 How loTely are the woods 253 

344 How gaUy rows the gondolier SS2 

300 How sweet is thy song ..*.... 317 

150 How sweet is the song of the lark when she sings . . 129 
185 How dear to this heart are the scenes of my diildhood . 135 
175 How shall the young secure their hearts . . . 153 

105 How generous is the autumn^ store . . .113 
107 How keen the delight the rude winter supplying . . 115 

10 How long sometimes a day appears . . .18 

843 Hush, hu^, hush, yon sing so loud .... SiSS 

37 I am as happy, blithe and gay 43 

38 I 'm a pretty little thing 44 

8 I 'm not too young for God to see 17 

160 Pm a pilgrim and Pm a stranger 166 

238 I come, I come, ye have called me long . . . ' . 247 

239 I come where the harebell ^d violet lie sleeping . . 248 

240 I dream of all things fl-ee .249 

241 I hearthee speak of the better land 250 

242 I love thee more, my own fireside 251 

40 I '11 away, I '11 away, like a pleasant boy . . . 45 

236 I '11 sing you a song, 't is now so much the rage . . 242 

837 1 11 sing you a good old song made by a good old pate 245 

835 In the wild chamois track, at the breaking of mom • 841 

348 In the bright happy springtime of hope and of youth 353 

319 I remember how I loved her 388 

57 I remember a lesson which was not thrown awaj . . 65 

10 I sing the mighty power of God • 85 

834 I see them on their winding way . • • . . 840 

163 r would not live alway, J ask not to stay . . .168 

167 lo, they come, they come . . . . . .173 

106 If e'er when solemn stiUneas reigns .... 173 

151 If human kindness makes return 158 

3 If little children love to pray 13 

66 If riches were mine I would hurry away ... 71 
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78 It dearly echoes in the breast 

SO It thunders, but I tremble not 

169 It breaks, it breaks from eastern chambers 

168 It is the merry month of ftlay 

62 I 've been sitting by the hill side .... 

14& Jesus, and shall it ever be 

133 Jesiis, my strength, my hope . . * . . 

11 Jesus Christ, my Lord and Sayiour 

170 Know*st thou the land where the bright citron blows 

113 Land of our fathers, wheresoever we roam 

22 Let the hours of night and rest . • 

77 Let us dear brothers . . • . • 

339 Let the smiles of youth appearing . , 

346 Let the yong of praise and gladness 
71 Life's like a ship in constant motion 

360 Life is a span, a fleeting hoc^ . 

172 Life let us cherish . . • . . 

171 Listen ye to what I 'm teUing . 
104 Little vale with fairy meadows 

39 Little bird with bosom red 

173 Lo I the blithesome lark is soaring * 

174 Loue and still beside the streamlet . 
132 Lord help us as we pray 
131 Lord teach us how to pray 
144 Lord thou hastsearchM and seen me through 
164 Lord dismiss us with thy blesshig . 
362 Lord thouhast been our dwelling place . 

347 Loud raise the peal of gladness 

103 May comes laughing o*er the plain . 

156 Mary to the Saviour's tomb 

304 Mark the merry elves of fairy land . 

311 Merrily, merrily goes the bark . 

175 Mid pleasures and palaces tho' we may roam 

176 Mournfully, tenderly, bear on the dead . 
140 Mom amid the mountains 
345 My country H is of thee .... 

67 My father was a farmer good . 

152 My God how endless is thy love 
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177 My life ia an ocean of pleasure 

178 My old fHend he was a good old friend 

179 My sister dear, o*er this' rude cheek 

48 Never look sad, there's nothing so had 

180 Nigh to a grave that was newly made 
56 Now the sun is in the west 

181 Now to heaven our prayers ascending 
302 Now at moonlight's fairy hour 

115 
95 
182 
183 
184 
318 
185 
186 
187 
188 



O call my brother back to me, I cannot play alone 

O come, come away, from labor now reposing 

O come with me to the old kirk yard 

O cpme to the old oak tree 

O come to me, and bring with thee 

O could I speak the matchless worth 

O fleeting time how are thy pinions speeding 

O had I wings like a dove I would fly 

had I the wings of a swallow Pd fly . 

1 have roamed in many lands 
26 O pilot— 'tis a fearful night 

329 O say can you tell by the dawn's early light 
340 O see the snowy wreaths they lie 
102 O sweet the Spring, witluits merry ring . 
Ill O sweet is my dear native valley to me 
65 O swiftly glides the bonny boat 

129 O that the Lord would teach my tongue 

189 O, why does the white man follow my path 
267 O'er the hills free fVom care 

90 O'er the far blue mountain 
114 Our father-land— who names the name 

86 Our cot was sheltered in a wood 
328 Our flag is there— our flag is there 

130 Our father and our God 
21 Once was heard the song of children 

300 Once I saw a sweet-brier rose . 

190 Old Tubal-Cain was a man of might 

191 Oft in the stilly night 

192 Of what is the old man thinking i 
150 One there is above all others 
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358 On Jordan's stormy banks I stand .... 371 

119 On one parent stock two white roses were growing . 128 

193 On thy fair bosom silver lake . . . • . 198 

194 On foot I gaily take my way 199 

165 On a lone barren isle) wWe the wild roaring biUow . 170 

327 Patriots come— patriots come— patriots come . . . 338 

195 Paose not to dream of the future before us . . . 200 
134 Prayer is the soul's sincere desire . . . .144 

196 Pull away— pull away— pull away— brave boys . . 202 

4 Remember thy Creator 14 

101 Rejoice, rejoice, the Summer months are coming . . 108 

123 Sailor boy, sailor boy, peaceAil be thy pillows . . 133 
155 Say whither wandering stranger 162 

59 Scotland's burning . 66 

198 Shades of evening close not o'er hs 203 

124 SparkUng and bright in its Uquid light .... 134 
106 See, the northern light, the northern light . . .114 
147 See the leaves around us falling ..... 155 

201 See our oars with feathered spray 206 

200 See, brothers, see, how the night comes on ... 205 

199 Shepherds flrom your sleep awake • .... 204 
82 Speak gently, it is better far 90 

110 Sweet spring of the valley refreshing and pure . . 124 

121 Sweet is life's treasure . 130 

146 Sweet day so cool, so calm, so bright . . . .154 

202 Sweet Innisfidlen pure thee well . . . . .207 
285 Swift as a flash 295 

63 Sing, gaily sing . . s 68 

89 Sing, my friends, with voice untiring .... 97 

353 Sister thou wast mild and lovely ..... 365 

96 Soft is the morning dew 103 

141 Soft be the gently breathing notes 150 

203 Some love to roam, o'er the dark sea foam ... 208 
313 Sound the loud timbrel o'er Egypt's dark sea . . 323 

30 School is b^nin, so come every one .... 37 

81 Tell me not, in moumAil numbers 88 

378 The breaking waves dashed high 987 
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317 The law divine 

904 Hie sails are all sweUiog 

a05 The sea, the sea, the open sea 

a06 The night was dark and fearful 

a07 The Alpine horn, the Alpine horn 

299 The harp that once thro' Tara*s halls 

206 Tbeday is cold and dark and dreary 

303 The Ban's gay beam on the hiU-top glows 

209 The Summer days are coming 

210 Tlie wild streams leap, with headlong sweep 
157 The mellow eve is gliding 

211 The mists of the morning are rolling away 

214 The pleasant Spring is come again . 
296 The hail feUcfaUl on a cold ^ring night . 
137 The spacious firmament on high 

100 The first pale ray of morning .... 

74 The shades of night were falling fast . 

41 The north wind doth blow . ... 

44 The ground was all covered with snow one day 

16 The farmer ploughs and sows his ^Id . 

357 There is a stream whose narrow tide 

15 There is a happy land 

25 There is a little mystic dodc . 

72 There is a gem of greater worth 

110 There is a tract of earth 

153 There is a place of waveless rest 

316 There is a hope, a blessed hope 

212 There was a place in childhood 
* 213 There dwells high over Switzerland 

315 There is an hour of peaceAil rest 

207 There 's a good time coming boys 
296 There 's Joy upon the sparkling pea 
122 There 's music in the midnight breeze 

55 There 's learning, pleasant learning 

64 There 's much good cheer in youthftil age 

14 There 's not a tint that paints the rose 

49 These emmets how little they are in our eyes 

215 They are gone, all gone flrom their mount^n home 
355 They tell me brother, thou art dead 

84 This book is all that's left me now 
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So. F^i* 

143 This world is all a fleeting show 153 

80 This worid is not so bad a world 87 

68 This day to greet with joy we meet .... 73 

216 *Tis the last rose of snmmer 223 

274 'Tis rare to see the morning breeze ... . 282 

50 Tis a lesson you should heed ..... 56 
' 32 Tinkle, tinkle, Mr. Ninknm 38 

46 Thirty days are in September . ..... 53 

108 Thricehailhappy day that speak 'stournation's glory . 116 

356 Thou art gone to the grave but we will not deplore Uiee 367 

217 Thou art come from the spirit land, thou bird . . 223 
138 Thou art my portion, oh my God 148 

13 Thou, gracious God, hast formed my mind ... 20 

335 To greet our happy festal hour 347 

293 Through lanes with hedge-rows pearly .... 303 
148 Thus speaks the high and lofty one . • . .156 

83 Trusting lean on friendship's arm 91 

295 T was a trumpet's pealing sound 306 

323 Thy will be done 333 

359 Underneath the sod, low lying 372 > 

54 Up boys, haste, haste away 62 

51 Up in the morning's cheerful light .... 57 
43 Up the hlUa in a bright sunny morn .... 49 
42 Up, up, my soldiers, hasten on 48 

294 Up, up with the signal, the laud is in sight ... 304 

31 Very litde things are we 37 

321 Vital spark of heavenly flame 331 

142 Wake the song of Jubilee 151 

117 Wake and sing, brothers sing 196 

222 Walk, walk, walk at morn 228 

221 What fairy like music steals over the sea . . .227 

220 We part, but oh I prithee come again • . . 226 

292 We are happy and free as a crew can be ... 302 

218 We parted in silence, we parted at night . . 234 

219 We have been friends together 225 

341 We love it, we love it, and who shall dare ... 352 

97 Where, oh where shaU we go 105 

223 Where is the sea, I languish here 239 
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Wo. 

£94 

S14 

83 

fifi 

«7 

96 

154 

fS7 

991 

995 

<3S 

990 



330 
980 
349 

99 
931 
385 

73 
305 
333 
351 

88 

13 



Where the streamlet is flowing 

Were not the stnftil Mary's tears 

When night's shadow . . . . ' 

When earty morning's raddy light 

When men and women we are grown . 

When the day with rosy light 

When marshallM on the nightly plain 

Ulien the morning first dawns 

When dayUgfat is kindling fbrest and lawn 

When in the storm on Albion's coast 

When the battle is o'er and the sounds of fight 

When night comes o'er the plain 

When the war ery of Liberty rang thro' the land 

When my father's home forsaking 

When up the mountain climbing . 

When I forth must stray 

When shall we meet again 

Will you oome where the wild bee is humming 

Winter's cruel reign is over 

While to joy we sing inviting . 

Who is the man that leads the van 

Whom, whom shall we let in . . 

Woodman spare that tree . 

Why do we mourn departing friends 

Why, ah ! why my heart this sadness 

Why have we lips if not to sing 



333 Te sons of freedom wake to glory 

18 Ye hearts with youthM vigor warm 

94 Youth when devoted to the Lord 

90 Youth is brief 
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